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HER VAMPIRE 


Torsten Haroldsson brings a whole new meaning to the 
word experienced. A thousand years old, this silver-haired 
alpha is a cut above the rest, with his superhuman speed 
and his glinting fangs, his ice-blue eyes, and his will to 
dominate. He knows what he wants. He’s waited for a 
millennium to take it. And now he’s telling me that I’m his. 
He’s claimed me. And it sends shivers down my spine. 


I’ve never even had a boyfriend before. My closest friend is 
a loyal, little dog named Chipper. And my closest companion 
is my ambition to become a singer. What the heck do I have 
to offer him? 


But one autumn night Torsten catches my scent in the air. 
He comes to find me, this billionaire CEO—and he doesn’t 
tell me who or what he is at first. I just think he’s a ripped, 
possessive alpha brimming with primal carnal energy. But it 
turns out he’s on a quest, a quest only I can help him with. 


But helping him means opening up doors inside myself I’ve 
never even tried to open. It means trying to accept that a 
curvy, inexperienced twenty year old has anything to offer a 
man who was a Viking before he was changed into a 
vampire. A forty year old Viking, to boot. Even in human 
years, he’s way more experienced than me. 


But even if I’m a virgin, there’s an irrepressible desire 
between me and this creature of the night. When he 
unleashes his savage fury one night and saves me from a 
bunch of hooligans who take Halloween just one step too 
far, I just know I’ve found the man of my dreams. 


Or, perhaps, the man of my most sinful nightmares. 


Can a human and a vampire really share lust, let alone 
love? Can Torsten fight his urge to sprout his fangs and 
bleed me dry? Can I help him to complete his quest and 
maybe, just maybe, let him see his first sunrise in one 
thousand years? 


*Her Vampire is an insta-everything standalone instalove 
romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


| orsten 


I stand atop the highest point of the tallest building in the 
city, my chest bare as the icy cold wind whips at me. I let it 
blast against my chest as clouds drift by me, coating me in 
their biting cold. 


I need to feel something. 
Alive, if that’s possible for a man like me. 
A man. 


I laugh grimly and spread my arms to my sides, letting 
another gust blast right into my middle. The half-moon 
watches impassively and my mind returns to the past, as it 
has been doing a lot lately. As the city glitters below and the 
stars peep through the clouds above, my memories rear up 
like shadowy phantoms. 


I remember the sloshing of the war-ships, crashing against 
the waves as the jagged rocky shores of yet another land to 
be claimed appeared on the skyline before us. I remember 
holding a shield so tightly the grip biting into my hand, and 


the sword at my hip, the old rusty sword because I was just 
a child, a child sent off to war. 


I remember standing in the shield wall and roaring until the 
tendons in my throat felt like they were going to burst. That 
was my first battle and nearly my bloodiest. 


In my human life, at least. 


Those were more savage times when the inky showers of 
blood marking the air were a normal thing when men didn’t 
flinch at the thought of violence. 


I remember more battles, more and more until my whole 
life had been a long series of war and bloodshed and rage, 
the blood-hot rage that moved through me like a force of 
nature, unstoppable. 


And then my final battle as a mortal man, standing in a 
muddy clearing with countless dead littering the ground 
around me. 


Back then, I’d devoutly believed in the gods, in Odin’s 
Valkyries slashing through the sky, waiting to claim the 
worthy dead. As I’d stood there, waiting for the enemy to 
charge me down and finish me off, I’d had a broad smile on 
my face. 


That was it. That was the end. And I was glad to be going to 
those heavenly halls. 


But the sorcerer came instead, with his cloak of shadow and 
his rune-covered face. “I’ve been watching for you a long 
time, Torsten, son of Harald,” he told me. “You are the 
fiercest warrior of your generation. Not the most 
celebrated, not the most famed, but the fiercest, and you 
have been selected to never die.” 


“Never die?” I growled, laughing, thinking it was some 
trick. “I’m not scared of death.” 


“No.” The man smiled with thin blue lips. “That’s why you’ve 
been chosen.” 


And so it was that I became a vampyr, one of the old kind, 
my fangs as sharp as razors and hidden if I so needed, my 
body drained of life except that which I could find in the 
pumping veins of the mortal race. My charms came to me 
easily enough, those simple spells that could calm or enrage 
or enslave. 


I grit my teeth now as the rain starts, lashing down at me 
like ice-cold whips, cutting into my bare chest, the skin 
opening and then closing instantly as I heal, as Ill always 
heal until I drive a blessed stake through my heart. 


Years and years, hundreds of them, so many years that the 
forty-summers old man who’d been changed began to seem 
like a boy to me. 


I’d always appear to be those forty years, but inside I was - 
I am - so much older, wiser. I’ve met more of my kind. But 
they’re all gone now. So are the sorcerers. 

And I’m waiting. 

Always waiting. 

For her. 

I laugh at the sky like a wild beast. 


Back when I was still feeding - some more than two- 
hundred years ago - a sorcerer had given me an amulet 
that was rumored to be able to turn my kind back into 
mortal men. But the only way this could happen was if I 
found the woman I would claim, the mortal woman who 


would be mine, and mine alone. I’d know when I saw her. 
Deep in my primordial bones, I’d just fucking know. 


But she never came. 


Over the long years, after the war between the vampyrs 
and the sorcerers that left me the last magical being in this 
twisted world, as men rose from the dirt and built cities of 
metal, as their machines thundered across the skein of the 
world, I waited. 


And she never came. 


I’d searched far and wide for this woman who would finally 
make me feel something again, who would penetrate the 
gruff emptiness that had come to characterize my very 
being. I’d been a nobleman, a soldier in the Great War, a 
fisherman, diplomat, farmer, engineer, pilot, professor, and 
countless other professions, innumerable lives lived, and 
now I was a businessman, a wealthy, private man. 


And I’d never found her. 


Perhaps the amulet, buried in the far north in a frozen cave 
for protection, was a joke, the sorcerers’ final jest for the 
last vampyr, or vampire, as we came to be known later. 


Vampire. 


Our legend survived in books and later films and television 
shows, and it was quite amusing to me, in the beginning, to 
watch how the mortal species fawned over us. 


Over me. 
Because there is only me now. 
I sigh and step back from the edge of the roof. 


I’ll spend the night in my study, reading, as I spend so many 
nights. Or perhaps I will run a circuit in the gym. I could 


have my private jet take me anywhere in the world, but I’ve 
seen everything, lived everything. I’m not tired, because I 
cannot be tired. But I am bored, so achingly fucking bored. 


I leap down the balcony and start walking toward the door 
that will lead into my building. The rain has stopped. It was 
just a shower. And now it’s passed. 


I pause. 


For the first time in hundreds of years, I feel the blood-lust 
trying to creep into my body. My fangs tingle and every 
muscle in me tenses as I stand there, head tilted, scenting 
something in the air. 


No, not something, someone. 


I can scent her, her, I can fucking scent her a mile or two 
away, her gorgeous sweet smell riding the wind and 
blooming in my chest like a promise. 


The scent of the mortal race is ever-present in the city, 
surrounding me at all times, and I’ve long ago learned to 
ignore it lest I want to drive myself insane. But there’s 
something different about this woman. There’s a primal 
invitation in her scent, a sweet, welcoming tone. I can feel 
her blood rushing around her body, so vital and alive, anda 
deeper need inside of her. 


I can smell her womb. 
Could it be her? 
I don’t have a choice. I have to follow the scent. 


I take what I need to appear more human and run back to 
the edge of the roof and walk along the edge, the wind 
trying to knock me over every step of the way. I walk to the 
edge where I know the alleyway is below, the private 
alleyway I’ve had installed for this very purpose. 


Nobody but me knows of its existence, otherwise I might 
risk some innocent mortal standing there when I leap down 
one-hundred floors and land in the devastated cement. 


The air rushes past me as I fall, bent into a practiced 
crouch. I land and feel the reverberation pound through my 
knees and my body. Cement flies into the air and hits the 
walls all around me. I climb out of the stony hole and then 
brush my thumb against the hidden access pad, opening a 
corridor that leads to the city. 


I move quickly, a chorus of blood rushing in my ears. 
I need to calm down. 
I can’t let the blood-lust take me. 


It hasn’t taken me for two-hundred years when I decided 
that I’d never feed, that I’d forgo the pleasure and the 
captivity of blood. Others of my kind said it was impossible, 
before the war, when there were others left. But it’s not. It’s 
difficult, but it’s not impossible. 


I burst onto the street and take in another breath of her. 


Then I duck my head and run, the lights of the city 
becoming blurred conflagrations all around me. I stick 
mainly to the road, ducking between cars like a motorcycle. 
I move far too quickly for anybody to know I’m there. If they 
see anything, it’s a shimmer in the light, passing like a 
mirage and then I’m gone. 


The closer I get, the fiercer her scent becomes, until it’s all 
around me, inside of me, filling me with a greater sense of 
purpose than I’ve felt since I was a mortal. I have to stop 
and lean against a wall, gritting my teeth, when I feel the 
blood-lust welling up from inside of me. 


My seed. I need to put my seed inside of her. 


But that’s impossible. My kind cannot mate, cannot 
procreate. We are dead. 


But the amulet ... the amulet can turn me into a mortal 
man. 


Is she the one? 


“So this is fun, isn’t it, Chipper?” her voice sings as she 
walks past me. 


The street is quiet, lit with low street lamps. 


The woman passes, shrouded in a big jacket with a little dog 
walking happily at her side. The dog is a Dachshund, one of 
those sausage dogs with a long body and short legs. Tan in 
color, it looks up at the woman with complete devotion. 


My mouth falls open as I recede into the darkness of the 
doorway and watch her pass. 


My fangs tingle and then spring into sharpness, something 
they haven’t done involuntarily in generations. 


She has a curvy body, a beautiful thick voluptuous body that 
her shrouding clothes can do nothing to hide. Her legs are 
thick in her jeans and her hips push the bottom of her 
winter coat out. Her breasts are mounds I’d delight in 
sucking, rubbing her pink nipples, making them hard so 
that she sings out her pleasure. Her luxurious oaken hair 
spills out from a winter hat, over her shoulders, glistening 
in the eerie autumn light. 


“A nice walk in the dark, eh?” she goes on, moving further 
away from me. 


But it doesn’t matter. 


I could hear every word if she was on the other side of the 
city now that I’ve heard her once. 


“So what if the train was canceled? So what if there’s no 
bus? So what if it’s freaking freezing? This is an adventure, 
right?” 


A note of anxiety rings in her voice. 


I stalk out of the doorway and move slowly after her, my 
fangs roaring at me to taste those supple ass cheeks, to 
bend her over and palm the pink wetness of her pussy as I 
suck juicily on her bulbous ass. 


I have to get myself under control. 
But I don’t know if I can. 

I follow. 

I’m getting closer. 


I can’t stop. 


CHAPTER TWO 


l ammy 


I talk to Chipper as I try and find the closest bus stop, 
mostly to keep myself from screaming in frustration. Today 
has been like a slap in the face. 


First, my boss fired me when he found out I’d been letting 
Chipper stay in a little nook in the break room, which he 
loved. 


And which is fair enough, I guess. 
You can’t bring a dog to work, Tammy. 


He didn’t care when I explained to him that there has been 
a spate of dog thefts in my crappy rundown neighborhood. 
Maybe he could smell the orphan on me. Maybe he could 
sense that I didn’t belong in the high-class restaurant. 
Whatever it was, it was the last thing I needed. And then 
the train broke down, and when I finally found the bus stop, 
I found out there were no buses. 


No self-pity, I snap at myself. 


I’m twenty years old, far too old to be throwing temper 
tantrums and throwing myself pity parties. 


I broke the rules at work and my boss fired me. Fine. 
Public transport is a nightmare. Fine. 


I’ll deal with it. I just hope Chipper is going to be okay. He’s 
wearing his sweater and he’s smiling, but part of me thinks 
the smile is mostly for my benefit, and he’d like nothing 
more than to be wrapped in a warm blanket at home. 


“Almost there,” I lie, teeth chattering slightly. “Not long 


n 


now. 


It doesn’t help that Halloween is a week away and several 
of the storefronts I pass have decorations hanging outside. 
One has dressed their mannequins as vampires and ghosts, 
their eyes lighting up luminous green in the darkness, 
watching me as I pass. I laugh at myself, telling myself not 
to be an idiot. 


But that doesn’t help. It’s spooky, that’s the truth. 


I turn onto the street where the bus stop is supposed to be 
to find that there is no bus stop. Just another street with 
closed storefronts and the sound of the city in the 
background, humming, always humming. 


It’s gone midnight now and I’m stranded on the other side 
of the city, and if I call a freaking cab I can say goodbye to 
paying my rent. 


I stop, a shiver moving up my spine when I see that Chipper 
has stopped and turned to face the darkness. 


“What is it, boy?” I whisper. 


He bares his teeth at a nearby alleyway and lets out a growl 
far deeper than his size would suggest. I bend down and 


run my hand across his head, tickling in the way that 
normally calms him. But his growls only get deeper and 
longer. 


“What is it?” I say, heart hammering now, every instinct I 
have roaring at me to get the hell out of here. 


But where? 


Just as I’m bending down to scoop Chipper up - PI feel 
safer with him cradled to my chest - a man steps from the 
shadows. 


A scream punches from my throat against my will, filling the 
night air. 


And then I feel a strange whirring inside of me, deep inside 
of me, a place I’ve never felt anything before, let along this 
primal pulsing captivation. 


The man is six and a half feet tall, I'd guess, with eyes so 
blue they seem to emit their own light. His face is strong 
and yet somehow sophisticated at the same time, clean- 
shaven with a jawline that could cut diamonds. His hair is 
silver and swept back, and his body bulges muscularly at 
the seams of his tight-fitting gray suit. He wears a smirk as 
he steps forward. 


“T didn’t mean to frighten you,” the man says, his voice deep 
and shaky, as though he’s trying not to let out a carnal roar. 
He seems angry. No, enraged. But why? “Or him.” 


Chipper squirms and growls in my arms, trying to leap 
down so that he can sprint at this suited man in the dark. 


“Sneaking around in alleyways is a weird way not to scare 
somebody, don’t you think?” I snap. 


His smirk twitches and his eyes glimmer. “Fair point,” he 
says. “May I?” 


“May you what?” 
He raises his hand, stepping forward slowly. 


“What, Chipper?” I say. “You can clearly see he’s going 
crazy, can’t you? He might bite.” 


He laughs grimly. “I’ve got no problem with biting.” 


“Well, that’s pretty weird,” I say, heart still hammering in 
my ears. 


But there’s something about this man, about the way he 
looks at me. It’s probably the last thing that should be on 
my mind, but when I stare at him I feel like my freaking 
womb or something is screaming at me to leap at him, to 
wrap my legs around him and grind against him. I’ve never 
done anything that forward, ever. Nor would I. And yet the 
confusing urge is there. 


“Because most people have a problem with biting,” I 
whisper, staring, enthralled, as he steps closer and closer. 


“It’s okay, boy,” the man says quietly, so close now he could 
attack me if he wanted to. He reaches down and softly 
strokes Chipper, smoothing his ears. “I’m not going to hurt 
her. It’s okay. I know. But you don’t have to fight now. You’re 
safe. You’re safe.” 


Emotion whelms in me when Chipper relaxes in my arms, 
and then, unbelievably, starts to lap at the man’s hand. I 
can’t help it. I let out a giggle and shake my head in 
disbelief. 


“He’s not normally friendly with strangers,” I mutter. 
“Especially strangers in the freaking dark.” 


The man nods shortly. “I’ve had many dogs in my time,” he 
says. “They are good judges of people. I’m Torsten.” 


“Wow, cool name,” I say, and then immediately feel like the 
biggest doofus in the world. 


Cool name, strange man who just emerged from an 
alleyway. 


“Tm Tammy,” I mutter, and then bring some sassiness back 
into my voice. “But honestly I don’t know why we’re even 
having this conversation. I mean, you’d agree it’s a bit 
weird, right, Torsten?” 


“Perhaps,” he says. “But I’ve never been overly concerned 
with what people perceive to be normal. Are you lost, 
Tammy?” 


“Not lost,” I say. “Just ... taking my time to get to my 
destination.” 


He laughs, low, husky. “That sounds like you’re lost.” 
“Well, you might want to fix your ears then.” 

“Oh, there’s nothing wrong with my ears, believe me.” 
“What, you’ve got super hearing, do you?” I fire. 


“Something like that,” he says quietly. His whole body 
seems to strain against his suit as he stares at me, the 
azure fire of his eyes blazing. “You’re right to be scared, 
though. Even in this part of the city, it isn’t safe for a lady to 
be alone at night.” 


“Wow, isn’t that just very old fashioned?” I say. 


His smirk widens. For a second, I think I see two extremely 
sharp teeth in his mouth, wolf’s teeth. But then he closes 
his lips a little and I’m left wondering if it’s just Halloween 
making me crazy. 


“Old fashioned, yes,” he says. “I suppose I am a little. But 
it’s also the truth. Let me give you a ride home.” 


“Um, what?” I say, laughing. “So let me get this straight. 
You swagger out of an alleyway, give Chipper a little 
massage, and now I’m supposed to jump in your car and 
trust that you’re not some serial killer psychopath.” 


He nods and reaches into his jacket pocket, handing me a 
business card. When I take it, our fingers brush and I gasp. 
I drop the card and it flutters like a leaf to the ground. 


His hand is cold. 

His hand is the coldest I’ve ever felt. 

He leans down and picks it up, handing it to me again. 
“You need to invest in some gloves,” I joke. 

“Yes,” he says, “I’ve been told that before.” 


I glance at the sleek, modern card and see that he’s Torsten 
Haroldsson, CEO of Fenrir Industries. 


“T’ve never heard of them,” I mutter. 


“No,” he says, “you wouldn’t have. They’re a parent 
company and own many other smaller - but still large - 
companies. I’m not showing you this to show off, Tammy. 
But as a sign that you can trust me. If a CEO was going 
around murdering women, surely somebody would’ve 
heard about it by now.” 


“Or they would’ve paid off the police and gotten away with 
it.” 


“Do you really have such little faith in this city?” 
I shoot him a look. “Do you even have to ask that question?” 


He shrugs. “Then let me put it this way. There’s no damn 
way I’m letting a lady like you trudge through this city alone 


at this time of night. If something happened to you, I 
wouldn't be able to forgive myself.” 


A lady like me. 
What the heck does that mean? 


For an absurd moment, I let myself dare believe that 
Torsten is attracted to me, but of course, the very notion of 
that is just ridiculous. Maybe he has a hero complex and 
wants to play the good guy tonight, take a young woman 
home and maybe leak it to the press later. 


Or is that just woefully pessimistic of me? 


“Here’s the thing,” I say. “I’ve learned that trusting people, 
generally speaking, is a freaking idiot’s game. And that goes 
double for trusting strangers.” 


I feel my womb going tight and tense inside of me, 
screaming at me, What the hell are you doing? Are you 
stupid? Go with him. Now. Now. Now. 


Desire like I’ve never felt before flames in me, my mind 
filling with images of me tearing off that suit jacket, running 
my fingernails down his bulging chest muscles and his rock 
hard abs. 


“Look at me,” he says firmly. 
I stare into his eyes. 
“T promise I’m not going to hurt you.” 


I want to shoot him another feisty reply, but as I stare at 
him I feel like I know him. Like I’ve known him for a long 
time. Or like I’ve been waiting for him my whole life. It’s a 
stupid feeling, really, one I should ignore. My life has taught 
me better than this. And yet it rises within me like a 
deafening conflagration of fireworks. 


“If I’m going to catch a ride with you,” I say, “you need to let 
me do something first.” 


“Okay ...” 


“I’m going to need to record a video of us together, stating 
the time and the place, and then upload it to my social 
media. When I get home, I’ll delete the video.” 


“Sure,” he says. “Whatever makes you feel safe, Tammy. As 
I said, I’d never hurt you.” 


“This is so weird,” I mutter, giggling despite myself as I take 
out my phone. 


Chipper grins the whole time I’m talking into the camera 
and, when I’m done, he licks my face and then Torsten’s. 
Torsten smells of cologne and something deeper, muskier, 
up close. 


I can’t quite place it. 


All I know is it swirls all through me, right down to my 
center, so loud I can barely hear the doubts whispering in 
my mind. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


| orsten 


I guide the sleek black Jaguar through the night, Chipper 
curled up contentedly in the back seat and my woman 
sitting at my side, her scent filling the car that I have to use 
every tool of self-control I have not to pounce on her right 
here. 


Somehow, I’ve managed to keep the blood-lust at bay, but 
only by pulling a sheet of coldness over me, that is 
uncomfortable even to me. Even with that shield of cold, 
every sinew inside of me is straining to get closer to her, to 
tear down her coat and free those alluring breasts, burying 
my face in them and sucking and biting, fuck, biting and 
drawing the blood from them and... 


Stop, stop. 


I beat down the vampire instinct and focus on the road 
instead, crossing the bridge in the late-night traffic, a slow 
swell of it even at this hour. Every time Tammy twitches 
beside me, I can’t stop imagining her naked and fresh, her 
body a canvas ready for me to paint. 


I feel my seed, that impossible thing, flaring inside of me in 
its primal desire to fire inside of her and create a life, an 
impossible fucking life. 


I think of those long-ago battles and how the warriors 
would claim women afterward, the savage way they’d take 
them, a practice I never partook in. But I feel the savage 
emerging in me now, the years falling away so that I’m a 
Viking warrior again, and here is my prize, my well-earned 
prize, with her voluptuous curves and her lips made for 
sucking, for wrapping around my engorged manhood and 
taking right me right down to the root. 


Stop, stop. 


If I let my excitement flare too brightly, I might lose control 
and leap on her right here. My fangs are buzzing like 
electric saws, roaring, hungry to be near her throat, her 
breasts, the gorgeous meatiness of her thighs. I clench 
down on the steering wheel so hard I feel it straining under 
the pressure, ready to snap off completely. I have to relax 
my grip before I send up catapulting off the bridge. 


“Hard day at the office?” Tammy asks. 

“Not particularly,” I say. “Why?” 

“Because you look like you want to kill someone,” she 
giggles. 


The sound of her laughter is like music. It’s all too easy to 
imagine her laughing like that while standing over our 
children’s cribs, which is a thought I need to dash from my 
mind soon before it enslaves me. The image is too sun- 
bright, something I’ll never get to experience. I don’t even 
know if the amulet works. 


Or if Tammy is the one. 


No, that’s a fucking lie. 
She is the one. 
I can feel it. 


All my long years have led to this, all the battles and the 
fighting and the hunger and the self-restraint has led me to 
this woman. 


“No,” I say, forcing a smirk. “I suppose I’m just thinking.” 
“Care to share?” she says. 

“T’m wondering who you are, Tammy,” I say. 

“Um, okay,” she says, laughing a little. 

“What’s funny?” 


“It’s just that people usually don’t care about who I am. You 
know, I’m not a stick-thin cheerleader, so why would they?” 


“I'm interested,” I growl, wanting to find every bastard who 
has ever told her she’s less than perfect and make them 
realize just how mortal they are. 


“Well, I guess I’m just a regular person.” 


“Tve lived a long time, Tammy, and in my experience, there 
is no such thing as a regular person. And you certainly don’t 
seem like one.” 


I feel her blush, the tempting blood filling her cheeks. I 
scent her nervousness in the heat of the car. I scent 
something else, too, deeper. Her womb is begging for me. 
Her womb is flooding her panties with wetness and I can 
smell it, every fucking drop, the juicy tanginess of it calling 
to me. 


The road. 


Focus on the road. 

“What’s a long time? How old are you?” 

At least a thousand years old. 

“Forty,” I say, giving her the age I was when I was changed. 


“That’s not old,” she laughs. “You’re only, well, double my 
age. Not that that means anything. Age is just a number 
and all that. Sorry. I’m rambling.” 


I can’t help but laugh, an instinct that has been rarer and 
rarer in me as the years have proceeded endlessly. 


“Tt’s fine,” I tell her. “Maybe I like it when you ramble.” 
“Yeah, right.” 


“You were telling me about yourself,” I say, guiding us off 
the bridge and deeper into the rougher part of the city, the 
sort of neighborhood a queen like Tammy has no business 
living in. 

“Well, you need to be more specific,” she says with a toss of 
her head. 


I reach over and nudge her with my hand, without thinking, 
the sort of flirtatious act I haven’t done since I was a mortal 
boy. 


“Why are you so sassy, eh?” 


“What, you’re saying you don’t like it?” she banters, a thrill 
moving through her. “Listen, Torsten, I’m just your average 
orphan girl. Nothing special about me. I was raised in an 
orphanage and I got the heck out of there as soon as I 
could. I got an apartment and a job and I found Chipper, 
and he’s the best thing that ever happened to me. There. 
You have Tammy Holden in her entirety. What about you? 
What’s your life story?” 


“Oh, about the same,” I say, smirking. “Just a regular man 
living a regular life.” 


“With a multi-billion-dollar company and a sports car who 
wanders the streets the week of Halloween acting all 
freaky-deaky?” 


“Yeah,” I say, laughing deeply, hardly able to believe that 
the sound filling the car is coming from me. “That’s about 
right.” 


“You’re just being mysterious for the sake of it,” she says, 
jabbing me in the arm. 


The brief contact sends a searing arrow deep inside of me. I 
imagine grabbing her by the wrist and pulling her onto my 
lap. Pulling the car up at the side of the road and grinding 
against her panties, her panties which are getting really 
wet now. 


So wet that the scent almost overpowers the general smell 
of herthe smell that led me to her, to begin with. 


I imagine licking greedily droplets of her wetness from her 
sex, feeling the shiver that would move through her with 
each lapping tongue stroke. 


But would I be able to control myself? 
What if the blood-lust took hold of me and I snapped? 


It’s been two-hundred years since I fed, but I’ve never met 
anyone like Tammy before. I’ve never had to be so close toa 
woman wreathed in tempting scents and painted in mind- 
numbing curves. I need to bend her over and press my body 
against hers, lean over her and squeeze and palm her 
breasts as I slip wetly inside of her from behind. 


And then I’ll hammer her, take her pussy, fucking own it. 


Because she is mine. 


Her body, her mind, her womb, her blood, it all belongs to 
me. 


The vampire darkness in me roars that she’s a mortal and if 
I want her, I should just take her, take her right now. 


But I am not that sort of vampire and I never have been. 


I pull up outside her apartment building, the security light 
flickering in the lobby. As the light flickers on, I see graffiti 
on the walls and an out of order sign on the elevator. 


The place reeks of filth, and a jagged pain stabs into me at 
the thought of Tammy staying here. 


“Yep,” she says, seeing my looking. “Home sweet home, 
right?” 

“This looks like a horrible place to live,” I mutter. 

“Jeez,” she says sarcastically. “Thanks so much for that 


pearl of wisdom, Torsten. You know, I’ve never actually 
considered it from that angle before.” 


I glance at her, my smirk never leaving my face, not for one 
damn second. 


“T know you don’t want to hear that,” I murmur. “Not when 
you have to stay here. But I have a proposition for you. A 
job.” 


“What kind of a job?” she asks. 
“Are you interested?” 


“It depends,” she says quietly. “I’m not exactly qualified for 
much. I graduated high school, but I’ve never been to 
college. I’ve worked as a waitress, cleaner, and a courier in 


the past, but that’s about it. Oh, and in high school, I used 
to work in an ice cream parlor. I was a whizz at that. So?” 


For an absurd moment, I’m almost certain I can feel my 
heart hammering in my chest at her words. 


It’s not, of course, because my heart hasn’t done anything 
in hundreds of years. It’s still in there, I’m sure, and 
perhaps the amulet could wake it up again. 


But a sensation comes over me, pulling me like a magnet to 
this woman with her perfect plus size body. Her spirit 
shines through each sentence she utters, unbreakable, the 
sort of woman who’d make a fierce and protective mother. 


“Its an antique’s store,” I tell her. “You’d be working with 
the manager, taking stock, serving customers. A car would 
pick you up and drop you off every day and the salary would 
be more than fair.” 


She blinks, narrowing her eyes. In my long years, I’ve 
learned to read people, and right now I can see the 
indecision shimmering across her features. 


“Why me?” she asks. 


Because I need to make sure you're safe. Because if 
anything happened to you I’d turn full night wraith and 
give into the blood-lust. Because you are worth fighting a 
hundred, a thousand battles for Because you are 
everything to me, already. 


“Maybe I believe in fate,” I say. 
“Ooh, mysterious,” she giggles. 


“Maybe I believe that I found you tonight for a reason. 
Maybe you are going to make the perfect... employee.” 


She reaches into the back of the car and scoops up Chipper, 
placing him in her lap and stroking him softly. 


“I do need a job if I’m ever going to make rent on this 
hellhole,” she says. 


“You'll be able to get a better place,” I tell her. “And PrI 
advance you a month so that you don’t have to wait.” 


tt Why?” 
“Are you always so suspicious?” I tease. 


“Well, yeah,” she says, smiling endearingly. “It’s sort of a 
survival mechanism. Although I don’t think I can really call 
myself suspicious tonight after getting into this car with 
you.” 


She bites her lip, making me want to slide my hand up her 
thigh and slide deeply and wetly inside of her, making her 
bite it harder. 


Then she lets it go and nods. 


“I could work in an antique’s store, and if you’re offering a 
ride, then yeah, sure, I won’t exactly miss public transport. 
Shall we shake on it?” 


As I offer her my hand, I feel the coldness I veiled myself 
with earlier slipping away. My body burns hot with the 
blood-lust and it’s only by focusing intently that I can stop 
my skin from burning the crimson of the feed. 


She makes a small moaning sound as she takes my hand. 
Hers is soft, clammy, beautiful. 
“That’s weird,” she whispers. “ You were freezing before.” 


“Hmm,” I growl, unable to say anything else. 


Every part of me is focused on stopping the red hunger 
from pulsing into my skin, a trait mortals usually find utterly 
terrifying. 


“TIl send a car for you tomorrow,” I breathe. 


“Okay, thank you,” she says. “I’m apartment number fifty- 
one. Oh, and will I be able to bring Chipper?” 


“Of course.” 


“Okay, bye, Torsten. It was nice - you know, and weird - 
meeting you.” 


“And you,” I growl. 


The moment she leaves, I reverse and spin the Jaguar 
around, speeding around the corner and pulling into a 
nearby alleyway. 


I lean back and let out a shivering breath as the blood-lust 
ebbs and flows inside of me, skin pulsing, the interior of the 
car lit with moonlight, the walls of the alleyway a scoured 
crimson. 


Finally, I get it under control, panting with the release I 
haven't felt in hundreds of years. 


“Fuck,” I whisper. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


l ammy 


I sit in the rear stock room after hours, cataloging the 
various antiques with the special care my boss, Angelica, 
impressed upon me the day I started working here. Chipper 
sits in his blanketed nook at the rear of the room, his chin 
resting on his crossed paws and snoring softly. 


I’ve worked here four days and still haven’t seen a sign of 
Torsten, which of course makes sense. As I carefully wrap a 
Victorian spoon in protective packaging - moving my gloved 
hands with glacial slowness - I reflect that Torsten 
Haroldsson probably has much more important things to do 
than come visit some girl he played Good Samaritan with. 


As I work, I let my voice fill the space quietly, singing 
wordlessly as I often do. I like to work out the different 
notes without the need for lyrics getting in the way. I like to 
ride the wave of my voice, to try to listen past my own 
singing and imagine what it must sound like to other 
people, even if the notion of singing in front of other people 
makes me want to scream in anxiety. 


I glance at Chipper and see his legs twitching in his sleep, 
lost in doggie dreams. 


I smile and sing and work. 


Even if I never see Torsten again, at least he was kind 
enough to give me this job. That’s the message I try to drum 
into my mind. But the idea of never seeing that silver- 
haired, mysterious alpha male again causes more anxiety to 
swirl through me. 


The days are okay, but at night when I close my eyes, I can’t 
help but picture his intense blues gazing into me, or feel the 
sudden warmth of his hands roaming all over my body. 


My womb quivers when I let myself imagine silly, impossible 
things, like Torsten pushing me onto the hood of his Jaguar 
and burying his face in my neck, kissing, biting, teasing. 


My voice quivers and my song cunts off when I look across 
the room to see him standing there. 


Wearing a suit as dark as night, his eyes glint in the 
semidarkness of the lamps. One hand is trembling and the 
other is clenched into a fist as he gazes at me. 


“Torsten?” I whisper. 
“Tt’s true,” he says huskily. 
“What’s true?” 


He opens his fist and in a blinking moment the room floods 
with deep red light, every corner of it lighting up, but it’s a 
soft, warm glow, and somehow soothing. I stare at the 
crimson jewel as wonder crashes over me in unstoppable 
waves. 


“Fancy stone,” I whisper, barely hearing my own voice, I’m 
so Captivated by it. 


He closes his fist and steps forward. “I didn’t mean to 
startle you. I was listening to your singing. It’s beautiful. It 
reminds me of the way the bards would sing in the old days. 
You have an ancient quality to your voice, Tammy, an 
eternal note to it. You’re incredible.” 


My head swims. 
Bards. 
Old days? 


Is this six and a half foot rugged CEO a LARPer or 
something? 


“Thank you,” I murmur. “I don’t usually sing in front of 
other people.” 


“You should,” he says with passion flaring in his voice. 


He stalks across the room until he’s standing over me. Heat 
radiates from him, fiery tsunamis of it, crashing over me, 
making me want to catch it, to steal it, to savor it. 


“You have a sensational voice, and I’ve heard the very best 
this world has to offer. Is that your dream, Tammy, to 
become a singer?” 


“Its a pipe dream, sure,” I murmur, but the sarcasm in my 
voice flags, hard to sustain under his unflinching gaze. 
“What is that, Torsten? That jewel?” 


“T don’t think you would believe me if I told you,” he 
mutters. 


“Try me.” 
He smirks and then stares intently at me. 


“Perhaps I could show you,” he says. 


“Um, okay?” I murmur. 

“Watch me closely. Don’t look away. Okay?” 

I never want to look away from you, Torsten. 
I stamp down on that silly thought and nod. 
“Sure.” 


I stare at him, tracing his features with my gaze, the cut of 
his jaw, the blaze in his eyes, the way his black suit seems 
barely able to contain his goliath’s body. 


And then— 
What the—? 


I let out a whimper of shock as I turn to find him on the 
other side of the room, leaning against the wall. 


“Try not to panic,” he says. 
And then— 
Seriously, what the actual fuck? 


He’s on the opposite end of the room, leaning casually 
against the wall as though he didn’t just teleport there. 


Chipper looks up, head tilted, as confused about this 
teleporting billionaire as I am. 


Again, he flashes by, a blur of movement and a whoosh of 
papers on the desk the only sign that he’s even still here, 
that he hasn’t disappeared. 


He blips in then out of existence, leaping around the room, 
seeming to just vanish and blip into existence. 


“Okay, how?” I whisper, my voice a faint ghost. “How the 
heck are you doing that?” 


Chipper must sense the distress in my voice because he 
leaps up and starts barking, his floppy tan ears suddenly 
alert and perked up. He gazes at Torsten in confusion, 
baring his teeth in a growl when he finally comes to a stop 
just in front of the desk. 


“Can I calm him?” he asks me. “We have simple charms, 
ways to manipulate mortals.” 


“We? Who heck are we?” 
“Vampires.” 


I make a noise somewhere between a laugh, and a gasp, 
and a guttural choke. 


“What?” I snap. 


“Vampires,” he states again, as though it isn’t the most 
ridiculous thing in the world. “May I?” 


“Will it hurt him?” I say, and then bring my hand to my 
forehead. “Wait, what the hell am I even saying?” 


“No,” ‘Torsten says, approaching Chipper slowly, hand 
extended. 


He murmurs some words in a language I don’t understand 
and then waves his hand. Chipper’s bark turns to a goofy 
grin and he sits down, head tilted as he regards Torsten and 
then me, as though he’s trying very hard to work out why 
he was just barking. 


“These work on people, too,” Torsten says. “But there’s no 
pleasure in manipulating a person. Some of my kind, when 
there were more of us, they delighted in using their powers 
in that way. But not me. Never me.” 


“Torsten,” I whisper, wondering if any moment I’m going to 
wake up with my forehead resting against the Victorian 


spoon I just wrapped. “What the hell is going on? You’re not 
a vampire. Come on.” 


“T am a vampire, Tammy,” he says with a firmness in his 
voice that sounds somehow believable. “And this amulet is 
proof that you’re the woman I’ve been waiting a thousand 
years for.” 


“What?” I gasp. 


He hunts closer to the desk, stopping close to me, his hand 
tight around the amulet but the light flaring between his 
closed fingers. 


“Long ago, a sorcerer gave me this amulet and told me that 
it was the only way I could ever become a mortal man 
again. But for that to work, I’d need to find the woman I 
was fated to be with. I needed to find a woman who I 
couldn’t imagine being without. I’ve looked far and wide, 
Tammy. I’ve searched every corner of this planet in all time 
I’ve lived and I’ve never felt... never felt what hit me when 
I scented you in the air the night we met.” 


My heart begins to thud in the back of my throat. 


The desire to believe him flames inside of me, but I’ve been 
tricked too many times in my life to just sink into the 
moment. 


My mind starts to leap over explanations, trying to settle on 
one that makes sense. 


Projectors, drugs... freaking J don’t know. 


Something that could make it seem like he was teleporting 
around the room. 


Because this has to be a trick, a twisted game, a billionaire 
toying with the stupid curvy naive girl who’s been the butt 
of far too many jokes in her life. 


“When I scented you in the air,” he growls, “I knew you 
were the one. Your scent stood out over everyone else in 
the city. I’m stunned I never felt you before, but perhaps it 
was fate that the wind was blowing toward me and you 
were close enough on the night I was on the roof. When I 
scented you, I knew that you had to be the woman I’ve been 
waiting for my whole long life. And now I have proof. I went 
to the far north and collected the amulet from the 
sorcerer’s cave and—” 


My womb tries to seize me and throw me up into his arms, 
but my mind is doing backflips trying to work out how this is 
all going to come around to me looking like a complete 
idiot. 

Vampire. 

Amulet. 

Sorcerer’s Cave. 

What is this, a freaking nursery rhyme? 


“So this is why you hired me,” I snap, feeling a blush creep 
over my cheeks and down my neck. “So that you could 
make a fool of me. Is this how you get your kicks, Torsten? 
You pick up girls off the street and try to make them believe 
this...” 


I shake my head, words failing me, and then fly across the 
room and scoop Chipper into my arms. 


My instincts will me to go to Torsten, to grip onto his solid 
body, and lay my head against his heaving chest. 


My desire wills me to clasp his face and tell him I need him 
as badly as he says he needs me. 


He scented me. 


He chose me. 


But reason tells me this is a trick, has to be, a clever ploy 
for... for what? 


Twisted pleasure? 
“T have to go,” I whisper, striding toward the door. 


“This isn’t a trick, Tammy,” he says quietly, as though 
reading my mind. “I’ve never told anybody this before. I’m 
only telling you because you’re mine. You belong to me. 
Now and forever. You’re the woman I’ve been waiting my 
whole damn life for and if you need a little time to come to 
terms with what happened here, then fine. But you need to 
know something. I’d never lie to you. You’re mine.” 


I shove open the door with my shoulder, cradling Chipper, 
trying to get my breathing under control as I walk into the 
night-dark street. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


| orsten 


I smash my bare fists into the cement-filled punching bag, 
taking chunks out of it as it whines loudly on the specially 
made bracket. 


Cuts open and heal and open on my knuckles. 


I pound into it over and over, thinking about the way Tammy 
ran out on me yesterday, the way she thought I was tricking 
her. 


As if I would ever trick her. 


The gym is pitch-black, but my eyes pick out the tiniest 
shred of light and expand it, lighting it up like the inside of 
a bulb. 


Everything is stark and alive to me as I throw another 
savage right hook at the bag. A stony crunch noise sounds 
like shards of cement and leather fly into the air. 


A long time ago, one of my kind told me that trying to be 
with a human would always fail, amulet, or no amulet. They 
said that mortals were not capable of accepting all the 


things we could do that they couldn’t, that it simply 
wouldn't fit into their heads. 


But no. 
That’s not fucking fair. 


I could scent Tammy’s desire when I told her she was mine 
when I told her I’d been waiting my whole damn life for her. 


I scented her desire but uncertainty flickered in her eyes, 
as though she thought I was doing this for some nefarious 
reason, as though she suspected me of playing some cruel 
trick on her. 


I turn away from the bag, making a huffing snarling noise. 


My fangs are tingling like a son of a bitch and my shirtless 
torso is pumping hotly, one second away from blazing blood- 
red if I don’t do something about it. 


Ever since Tammy ran out on me yesterday, I’ve tried to 
stay strong and fulfill my promise of giving her time to 
process everything I told her, showed her, and yet the 
desire to find her scent in the air and find my way to her is 
too goddamn strong. 


Last night, she left in such a rush that she forgot one of her 
gloves, and now I pick it up and bring it to my nose, inhaling 
deeply. 


Fuck. 


It holds the scent of her hand, which has touched every part 
of her. 


If I smell deeply enough, I can scent her sex, the tangy 
sweetness of it, the way it promises to clutch tightly around 
my manhood. I can’t stop myself from imagining myself 


pumping inside of her, unleashing my vampiric fury, and 
taking her raw and hard. 


As I stroll across the gym to the shower room - all in 
darkness - I imagine flitting across the room last night, 
taking her by the shoulders and leading her back to the 
desk. In my fantasy, Chipper is never there. 


It’s just the two of us. 
I grab her and lead her to the desk and then bend her over. 


“You’re my mortal,” I growl, pushing her so that her ass is 
sticking right out. “ You’re my dirty fucking mortal, Tammy.” 


She looks at me and moans. 
Fuck, fuck. 


I tear off my shorts and step into the shower, her scent still 
writhing through me even if I’ve left her glove in the gym. 
My manhood is rock hard as my mind returns to the fantasy, 
hot water blasting down my naked body as the shower 
cubicle begins to pulsate red. 


I need to control myself. 

I need to master my desires. 
But I can’t. 

Not with her. 


I think about tearing down her pants and revealing the 
roundness of her ass, her panties clinging to that pussy, that 
pussy whose scent has already made a sizzling home inside 
of me. 


“I’m going to spank you like you fucking deserve,” I’d snarl, 
smoothing my hands softly over her ass cheeks, making her 


feel every goddamned moment. “Beg me to spank you. Beg 
me to fucking own you, Tammy.” 


She begs me in that voice, that glorious, beautiful voice that 
I heard singing in the stock room. 


I reach down and grab my cock, unable to stop myself any 
longer. I haven’t touched myself in a long, long time, even 
before I stopped feeding. I’ve become a master of discipline 
and self-restraint. 


And yet with Tammy, the urge is too powerful, the image of 
her curvy-as-hell body too prepossessing. 


I imagine the way she’d whimper as I spanked her, rubbing 
my cock, coating it in the hot shower water as precome 
slides up and down my shaft. 


I close my eyes tightly and see her sticking her ass out 
further and further, even as her cheeks turn red with my 
carnal spanking. 


And then I take my manhood and grind it between those 
beautiful round ass cheeks, thrusting harder and harder 
with each pump of my hips. 


“I need to taste it,” I snarl in my fantasy, letting go 
completely now. 


And then I do something I could never do in real life. 
I lean down and sink my teeth into her juiciness. 


I let out a growling sound as I pump my hand quicker up 
and down my shaft, the fantasy so vivid I can taste the 
sweetness of her blood, the way it would swim around my 
mouth, infusing me with her energy. I’d be able to taste her 
womb, her desire to give me an impossible child, 
everything. I’d be able to sense how close she was to 
creaming for me as I sucked greedily on her beautiful ass. 


I throw my head back and roar when I feel the pressure 
building in my balls. 


So close, so close. 
And then - somehow - I let go. 


“No,” I growl, opening my eyes and staring at the 
shimmering walls. 


I force myself to breathe slowly. 


I won’t waste a single drop of my seed, vampiric or not, on 
this shower wall. Every drop I have deserves to be inside of 
her, where it fucking belongs, shot deep into her body so 
that it can take root in her womb. 


Children. 


I never had children, someone to continue my legacy, and I 
just know that Tammy would make the perfect mother. 


But that only works if she agrees to the ceremony to turn 
me into a mortal man. 


If she even believes that any of this is true. 


I slow my breathing down until my body has stopped its 
pulsating, and then I wash and get dressed slowly, taking 
my time as I slide into my silver suit. 


Part of living this long is knowing never to rush. 


Like with Tammy - I just can’t stop thinking about her - I 
won’t rush for a moment. 


I’ll take my time as I lay her on her back and open my 
mouth wide, sucking on her entire pussy, her clit, and her 
lips and her greedy fucking hole. Pl suck it all until she 
can’t help but writhe and cream in my mouth. 


And then I’ll gulp every drop and— 
Stop. It. 


My mind has never been this captivated by a woman, but 
with her, it’s impossible to resist, as though she’s a sorcerer 
who’s cast a spell on me. 


As I walk through my mansion outside the city and to the 
garage, I can’t help but let my mind roam over an image of 
Tammy standing in the kitchen, her back to me, and her 
luxurious oaken hair falling in waves down to her shoulders. 
Her voice filling the air softly and heavenly, and all our 
children gathered around her, desperate for a sneaky taste 
of whatever dish she’s making. 


It’s so easy to imagine walking up behind her and kissing 
the top of her head, enveloping her in my arms, hugging 
her tightly to me, and telling her I always knew she was the 
fucking one. 


I climb into my window-tinted sedan and let out a growling 
sigh, a sigh that has no air behind it, but sighing is a habit 
that’s surprisingly difficult to shake even for a vampire as 
old as me. 


All of this rests on the question of if Tammy is even going to 
want to see me again. 


I can’t stop thinking about the way her features warped 
when she found out what I truly am, the disbelief that 
flittered across her face, the resentment, as though I was 
the world’s biggest monster for putting her in the position 
to have to storm out on me. 


I drive through the city, taking my time, the light of street 
lamps bouncing off the rain-slick roads. Star and moonlight 
find its way through the clouds and several buildings are 


strewn with Halloween decorations, more than one Dracula 
statue grinning toothily at me as I drive past. 


I nod respectfully to him, offering a smirk. 


Dracula, the biggest caricature my kind has ever 
experienced. 


But that’s fine. 


There’s only me now and I’ve never been the type to get 
offended when it comes to things like that. Let the mortals 
think what they want about us. 


There’s only one mortal I’m interested in, anyway. 


I drive across the city with my window cracked an inch, 
waiting for the familiar, intoxicating scent of Tammy to drift 
into the car and fill me with violent longing. 


I find myself wishing that my heart was beating hard right 
now, that my palms were flooded with sweat, that my body 
was responding like a mortal man’s would. I never knew 
how I’d feel if I ever found the woman who could turn me 
into a mortal, but now that I have, the idea floods me with 
excitement. 


To live again. 
To eat. 
To drink. 


To feel the human closeness of her against me, and to 
cradle a child in my arms, our child. 


I grind my teeth together, my fangs retracted. 


And then I catch her scent in the air, wafting over to me, 
but there’s a worrying undertone to it. 


Fear. 


I’m driving across the bridge and, the closer I get, the more 
potent her fear becomes. 


I pull up on the side of the road and climb the barrier of the 
bridge, leaning out as far as I can get without toppling into 
the water below, the waves crashing far softer than the 
waves that used to speed me to battle upon battle. 


I tilt my head and listen, penetrating the thickening sounds 
of the city, searching for her voice. 


And there. 
I find it. 


“Please, just leave me alone,” she whimpers, her words 
ghostly and shifting as I listen through the autumn wind. “I 
just want to go home, okay?” 


“Ooh, you’re a real spunky one, ain’t ya?” 


“Please,” she says, firmer now. Anger flares in her voice and 
fierce pride pounds in my chest. “If you don’t leave me the 
fuck alone, I promise, there’ll be serious consequences.” 


“Oh, really?” 
Laughter. 
There’s more than one. 


“Y-yeah,” Tammy says, fear in her voice and swirling in her 
scent. 


I glance back at my car, and then down the bridge and 
across the section of the city that would take me to her. 


No. 


It will take far too long. 


So instead I leap off the bridge and dive into the water 
below, crashing into the icy depths and swimming against 
the current. 


For her. 
My woman. 


My mortal queen. 


CHAPTER SIX 


l ammy 


So taking Chipper out for a walk in this area was probably a 
really stupid mistake. 


But even a little dog like Chipper needs to stretch his legs 
every now and then, and anyway, I needed the time to think 
as well. I went to work today fully expecting Angelica to tell 
me I no longer had a job, but it was business as usual, even 
if she did chew me out for leaving the stock mid-take. 


All last night and today, I’ve been trying to convince myself 
that I dreamt what happened. 


He wants me. 
He’s a vampire. 


As crazy as it seems, both of those facts seem as equally 
difficult to believe. 


Last night I had a dream in which Torsten and I were 
clasped together tightly, my body pressed right up against 
his, and he was burning with the heat of his desire. 


In the dream, I could believe in his desire. 


I didn’t have to be the self-conscious girl always questioning 
if I was being secretly laughed at. 


And so when Torsten’s driver dropped us home as he has 
for the past week, I put Chipper in his harness and took him 
for what was supposed to be a quick walk around the block. 


But my thoughts strayed to Torsten again and again, to the 
genuine - or genuine-seeming - pride in his voice when he 
complimented my singing yesterday. I thought about the 
way he’d flitted around the room, again trying to figure out 
just how the heck he pulled that off. 


And again. 
Nothing. 


I just have no clue how the hell he managed something like 
that. 


I was so lost in thought I didn’t even realize when the gang 
of nine men started following me until a low growl sounded 
in Chipper’s throat. 


Now, I’m backed up against the wall of a grimy alleyway, 
Chipper clasped to my chest as I look over his growling 
head at their leader. All of the men are large, but this man 
is even taller than Torsten. He wears a baggy sports jersey 
and baggy pants, his eyes gleaming with a menacing look 
under the brim on his cap. 


“Come on, doll,” he says. “We’d give you a good price.” 


“T already told you,” I hiss. “My dog isn’t for sale. Why can’t 
you get that through your thick skull?” 


“Damn, you’re feisty,’ the man chuckles, glancing at his 
friends. Every single one of them laughs lowly. “Listen, 


sweetheart. I don’t wanna have to hurt you. But see, I’m a 
dog-loving man, and the last thing I like to see is a lady 
who’s clearly unfit for such a beautiful animal. So just hand 
him over and that’ll be the end of it.” 


“You’re living in a dreamland if you think I’m going to do 
that,” I snap, trying to force my voice to sound fiercer than I 
feel. 


Fears stabs into me at the thought of these men stealing 
Chipper. But I have no idea what to do. There’s pepper 
spray in my handbag, but that would involve slackening my 
grip on Chipper, and there’s no doubt in my mind that these 
men are behind the spree of dog thefts that have struck this 
area. 


Freaking hell, why did I have to take him for a walk? 
A violent reflex spasms in me at the thought. 


How is it fair that my dog should have to go without 
exercise just because there’s scum like this lurking in the 
city? 


“Well,” the man says after a pause, “I’ve got no problem 
being called a dreamer. Alright, darling, we’ve danced long 
enough now. Give him here before I cut you open.” 


With a flash of his hand, he produces a knife that glints in 
the eerie street light. 


I suck in a shimmering breath, my shield of sassiness falling 
away to reveal the fear beneath. 


He takes a step forward and gestures with the knife 
casually. 


“Do you really want to make this difficult, sweetheart?” he 
growls. 


“Drop the knife.” 


The voice comes from the deeper darkness of the alleyway, 
off to the left. 


Several of the men turn to find the source of the voice, but 
there’s nothing there, just the dark. 


Torsten. 

I can’t help but smile. 

If Torsten was tricking me, how would he be here, and why? 
A nasty thought occurs to me. 


What if he arranged for these thugs to attack me so that he 
could save me? 


But no, that’s ridiculous. 


He didn’t know I was going to take a walk this evening and, 
anyway, I just know that isn’t true. I feel it deep inside of 
me, a chorus of trust that sings loudly and confidently even 
if it doesn’t make any sense. 


I don’t care. 

I trust him. 

And I’m done fighting that. 
“Drop.” 


From above now, from the surrounding roofs, his voice 
comes firmly. 


“The.” 
Now from the right, from the direction of the street. 


“Knife.” 


Torsten appears between me and the man, his clothes 
dripping with wetness and his hair an even deeper shade of 
iron as he clenches his fists and gazes at the men. 


“What the fuck?” the leader snaps, eyes narrowed. 


He looks at Torsten the same way I probably did last night 
in the stockroom, as though he’s trying to work out exactly 
how Torsten just performed this trick. 


His expression shifts and he glances to his goons on either 
side, standing up straighter. 


“Fancy little trick,” he says, hiding the fear in his voice. “But 
it doesn’t change the fact that unless you get the fuck out of 
my way, I’m going to slice a new smile into your face.” 


“It’s been hundreds of years since I smiled, asshole,” 
Torsten snarls. “I’ve got no desire to put you in the hospital. 
It’s not a fair fight. I killed the last person who could offer 
me a fair fight.” 


“Ooh, freaky,” the man says, going for sarcastic but 
sounding unsure. “What, am I supposed to be impressed?” 


“I don’t care,” Torsten sighs. “All I care about right now is 
the woman you’re threatening, which is a big fucking 
mistake on your part. Walk away and that will be the end of 
it.” 


I clutch Chipper close to me, whispering in his ear, telling 
him everything is going to be okay. I can feel the anxiety 
running through him. He’s gone from growling to 
whimpering quietly now. 


“Alright, fuck this,” the man snarls. “I’ve had enough.” 


Torsten sighs again, though it sounds different to a regular 
sigh, hollow, like a wind blowing through the inside of a 
catacomb. 


The man leaps with the knife, slashing with a speed that 
seems vicious and unstoppable. 


But then - so quickly I hardly even have time to register it - 
the knife is on the floor and the man is lying on his back, 
gasping up at the night sky, making a choking noise that 
sounds like he’s on the verge of passing out. 


Torsten blinks into existence in front of me, facing down the 
other men. 


“Well?” he snarls. 
Several of them let out guttural cries and leap at him. 
Blink, blink, blink. 


They all end up on the asphalt, clutching their injuries, 
whirrs of movement so quickly I’d need a special slow- 
motion camera to see how they got there. 


I’m stunned to see that five of the nine men are lying on the 
ground, with the remaining four slowly creeping away, their 
mouths agape. 


One man was smoking and his cigarette falls to the ground 
and extinguishes with an oddly loud hiss as he stares. 


“Are we done?” Torsten says, sounding bored and utterly in 
control. 


The men turn at the same time and sprint away, their heads 
ducked as they pump their arms so quickly it’s like they’re 
trying to dislocate them. 


Torsten kneels down next to the leader and grips the back 
of his neck. He holds him with his thumb and forefinger, but 
the way the man squirms tells me everything I need know 
about the power in Torsten’s grip. 


If this is a trick, it’s the most well-orchestrated trick in the 
world, and if that’s the case, how the heck did Torsten know 
I’d take this particular route? Surely there’d be equipment 
to fake his speed? Surely there’d be prep? 


I feel a swelling inside of me. 
It’s true. 

Jesus Christ. 

Torsten really is a vampire. 
“Apologizes,” he snarls. “Now.” 


“S-sorry,” the man whimpers. “I’m so sorry. Jesus. Please. 
Don’t kill me.” 


Torsten glances up at me, a glinting question in his eyes. 


“Tt’s fine,” I say quickly. “Let him lie in the dirt where he 
belongs.” 


“Hmm,” Torsten growls, and then stands up with the grace 
of a jungle cat. He places a hand on Chipper’s head. “Calm, 
boy. Be calm. You’re safe. You’re protected.” 


I feel Chipper’s body relax, his heartbeat no longer 
pounding as though it’s trying to bust out of his chest. 


“Did you...” 


“No,” he says. “I wouldn’t use a charm without your 
permission.” 


When we walk out onto the street, into the greater light of 
the street lamps, I can see that steam is rising from 
Torsten’s skin. It whirls into the air and then dissipates like 
smoke. 


“I swam here,” he says. “And now, well, just being close to 
you is burning me up, Tammy.” 


“Can I...” 
Am I really going to say this? 
“Can I feel?” 


He nods and, feeling like I’m in some kind of dream, I reach 
across and place my palm against his neck. I gasp as the 
heat shoots up my arm and all through my body, infusing 
me, causing my sex to tighten and heat and my nipples to 
tingle with longing. 


“Jesus,” I whisper. 


“Do you believe me yet?” he asks with a wry twist of his 
mouth. 


“T guess I’m still trying to fit it all into my head,” I whisper 
as we walk back toward my apartment building. “So you 
were a Viking?” 


He nods. 
“And you’re like a thousand years old?” 
He nods again. 


“And you’ve chosen me? Your magic amulet thingy, it’s 
chosen me?” 


“I chose you, yes,” he growls. “I’ve never scented anyone 
like you before. It’s like there’s something deep inside of 
you calling to me, Tammy. I can’t explain it. All I can say is 
that the amulet confirms it. You’re the woman from my 
prophecy. You’re the only woman I’ve ever felt like this 
about. You’re mine. You fucking belong to me. That’s what 
I’m telling you.” 


“Jeez,” I whisper, licking my lips. “I guess that should freak 
me out, right?” 


“T don’t know,” he growls. “Does it?” 


“T don’t know,” I giggle softly. “Probably ... not as much as it 
should?” 


“Why do you ask that like a question?” 


“Because being sure about anything right now is pretty 
freaking difficult.” 


He nods and we walk in silence. But I can feel the heat 
radiating from him as we walk, and then getting cooler and 
cooler until he seems just like any other person. 


“What the heck is that?” I ask as we walk up the graffiti- 
strewn stairs to my apartment. 


“The only way to control what I feel for you is to bring an icy 
coldness over myself,” he explains. “It’s a technique I 
learned a long time ago to tame the blood-lust.” 


“And I make you feel like that? Filled with lust?” 
A shiver moves through me. 
I can hardly believe we’re having this conversation. 


“Yes,” he growls. “You did the second I saw you. No, even 
before that. The moment I scented you in the air, you filled 
me with this fierce desire.” 


I open the door to my apartment, my hands shaking, 
everything tense and taut and tightly wound. 


“So here we are,” I say, nodding to the small space. I keep it 
clean, but it’s really just a kitchen-living room with a 
bedroom and bathroom off to the side. “Home sweet 
freaking home.” 


“Does Chipper have his own private area?” Torsten asks, 
walking into the living room and turning to me, his suit dry 
from the heat of his body. 


“Y-yes,” I say, his look searing into me, spiraling through 
me. 


I can’t believe this is happening. 
“Send him there, if he’d be so gracious.” 
I giggle even as primal need surges through me. 


“Oh, Chipper is probably the most gracious dog you'll ever 
meet. Bed, boy. Go to bed.” 


I place him down and the little wiener dog is only all too 
glad to pad to the corner of the living room and wriggle 
under the mound of blankets he calls home. 


And then, in a flash of movement, Torsten’s arms are 
wrapped around me and I’m floating into my bedroom. 


The door closes quietly behind us and he places me down, 
spinning me so that I’m facing him. 


His heat erupts and burns into my skin, so hot it’s like being 
inside a sauna. 


He pushes me up against the wall and leans down, his fangs 
glinting in the light from the open window, his blue eyes 
searing into me. 


“I can’t wait anymore,” he says fiercely. “I need to taste 


n 


you. 
“Oh, jeez,” I whisper as he pushes his lips against mine. 


I gasp and wrap my arms around him, clutching onto his 
solid back and closing my eyes. His lips are as fire-hot as 
the rest of him, tingly warmth dances over my lips and into 


my mouth, deep inside of me, down to my womb and my sex 
and every single sultry inch of my body. 


Our tongues clash together and mine briefly moves over his 
canines, sharper than I ever would’ve believed, huge carnal 
teeth that proclaim his dominance over the assholes who 
lurk in the dark. 


I moan and push even closer to him, wanting to throw 
myself wildly into this moment, wanting to not have to 
worry about where this is going to go. 


About not being able to satisfy him. 
Over a thousand years old. 


All other craziness aside, that’s a freaking ridiculous 
amount of experience. 


How the heck am I supposed to be able to live up to that? 


He might not feel the same about me when he knows the 
truth. 


“W-wait,” I gasp, placing my hand on his chest. 


“What is it?” he asks, holding himself close to me, a barely- 
contained inferno. 


“T need to tell you something,” I blurt. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


| orsten 


I step back because if I don’t this exploding star in my chest 
will tear through me, and make not devouring every inch of 
her impossible. 


She turns and paces to the window, probably a silhouette to 
a mortal eye, but brightly lit with the street lamps outside 
to me. 


I find myself longing for human eyes, to be her human man, 
to be able to pump my seed into her and share the 
mundane moments that make up a regular, spectacular life. 


A thousand years is long enough to be a god. 


Now I just want to be with her, to claim her, and to live a life 
to make our offspring proud. 


I won’t let anything stand in the way of that. 
“Tammy?” I mutter. 


“Tm a virgin, Torsten,” she whispers. 


My manhood gives a throb and my fangs light up like the 
Fourth of fucking July. A red pulse moves through me, 
shimmering across the ceiling until I take a slow breathless 
breath and force a mutated version of calm to wash over 
me. 


“Good,” I growl. 

She turns to me, rolling her eyes. 
“Oh, come on...” 

“T mean it,” I say passionately. 


She offers me a pout that goes straight to my soul if I’ve still 
got one after so many lifeless years. 


“All the stuff you must’ve experienced, all the women, the 
freaking ... I don’t know, the paramours, the concubines, 
whatever. How the heck am I supposed to compare to that, 
huh?” 


I laugh with a growling note at the back of my throat, 
making it sound carnal and timeless, like the roaring sound 
of the earth as it shifts over generations. 


“Tammy, you’re my woman. You’re the only woman I ever 
want to claim. And knowing you’re a virgin makes it even 
more special. Because now you’re mine. And you'll always 
be just mine. I’ve allowed these modern times to change me 
in certain ways. I wear suits now instead of furs. I wield my 
wits in the world of business instead of an ax and a sword. 
But there are things about me which are still as old as 
forgotten legends, and one is that I need to own my woman. 
I need to claim you, Tammy. And what better way is there 
then being the only man who has had the goddamn 
privilege of plunging into your tight wet depths?” 


I feel the shiver in her body, sense it in the air. Her 
heartbeat quickens audibly and she bites her lip, a gesture 
that will never stop driving me to the verge of madness. 


“T’ve never even...” 
She trails off, wrapping her arms around herself. 


I feel my body starting to pulse, my veins threatening to 
flare the crimson of the feed. I take a bolstering airless 
breath and shake my head, trying to tame the beast inside 
of me that is so difficult to control when Tammy is around. 


“Never even what?” I growl. 


“Had an orgasm,” she laughs dully. “I mean, I’ve tried. On 
myself. But I guess I’ve always been too self-conscious, even 
with myself, you know? And it’s not like I was exactly being 
fought over in high school.” 


“That’s their loss,” I snarl. “You know that, don’t you, 
Tammy?” 


“T still can’t believe any of this,” she says. “It had to happen 
around Halloween, didn’t it?” 


My lips twitch. “What do you mean?” 


“Well, what are the chances this is real, and not some 
elaborate Halloween prank?” 


“I would never trick you,” I say firmly. “And anyway, the 
logistics of faking something like this ... How would I do 
that?” 


“No, no,” she says, nodding slowly. “ You’re right. I know. It’s 
just hard for me to wrap my head around.” 


“Let’s start small, then,” I growl, stalking closer, and closer, 
until the sweet womb-laden scent of her, is swirling around 


me like a welcoming tornado, spinning and captivating and 
pulling me toward her. 


I place my hands on her shoulders and squeeze, savoring 
the tremor that passes through her like a ghostly wind. 


“Trust me,” I say deeply. 
“I do,” she whimpers. “As freaking crazy as that is.” 


“Good. Because a woman as perfect as you deserves to 
know what an orgasm feels like.” 


She lets out a small cry when I guide her to the bed and 
push her down softly. I have to move with extra care. 
Otherwise, my vampiric fury will unleash and I could 
accidentally hurt her. 


I push her onto her back and then kneel down slowly, 
reaching up and grabbing the waistband of her jeans. 


I pull inch by inch, revealing her goose-pimpled flesh, her 
thick, gorgeous thighs red and hot and eager. I pull her 
shoes and her jeans off, leaving them crumpled on the floor. 


I sit back, staring, her pink cold-weather socks thick and 
her panties the same shade. There’s something intoxicating 
about her lying there in her socks, legs spread, a few spots 
of tangy juiciness on her panties showing me how badly she 
wants this. 


“T need to t-taste you,” I whisper, forcing the words out. 


My fangs flare brightly and part of me knows that this is a 
bad idea, that I’m dangerously close to losing any 
semblance of control. Part of me knows, but the rest doesn’t 
care, not with her thighs twitching, her moans filling the 
room in a Siren song. 


“Fuck,” I snarl, tugging her panties down and revealing the 
glistening pinkness of her pussy. 


I lean forward, bringing my face close, repressing the urge 
to sink my teeth into the texture of her lips. 


Instead, I bring my tongue to her hole and circle it softly, 
her heartbeat filling the room like a drum now, her moans 
like a scream as I tune every one of my senses to her 
pleasure. 


I scent her desire rising higher and higher in the air. 


I feel her womb, eager, greedy, screaming for me to find her 
clit. 


I swirl my tongue around and around her hole, bracing my 
hands on her thighs, squeezing as hard as I dare, leaving 
handprints in her voluptuous flesh. 


Her taste blossoms on my tongue, the deep need of her, the 
sweetness, the tangy freshness, the hungry goddess within 
her. 


The sweetest meal, I lick faster, and faster, until I am 
moving with the speed of my kind. 


I move my flurrying tongue on her clit and attack it, 
pushing my face closer, and soon the room is filled with the 
primordial red pulsing of the feed. 


“Oh, fuck,” she moans. 

I can’t stop. 

She must have her eyes closed. 

Or she would be panicking as all mortals do. 


My veins pulsating red, I lick her, my tongue like a machine 
against the engorged glory of her perfect clit. 


I smell her orgasm seconds before it strikes her, a 
whelming deep inside of her, scorching through her and 
making every part of her tight. She gathers her energy into 
her center and her moan suddenly stops, turning echoed 
and hollow, as though she’s lost the power to form real 
sounds. 


“Oh—my—God—” 


Only a vampire could hear her words, several breaths 
below a whisper. 


a V’m—lI’m—” 


I lick somehow faster, my tongue like the wings of a 
hummingbird, like a battering bolt of lightning, like a force 
of nature as I attack her clit with the fury of the undead. 


She gasps and squeezes her thighs close around my head. 


I open my mouth wide and suck on her pussy, slurping 
every part of her into my mouth, capturing her come as it 
squirts and creams from her hole all over me. I gulp and 
gulp as the red of the feed blares even brighter, quicker, 
more urgent. 


Urgent. 

“T need to taste you,” I moan, my voice no longer my own. 
It’s deep. 

It’s older. 


It’s the voice of the man I was over two-hundred years ago 
when I last tasted human blood. 


“Your thigh, your juicy fucking thigh. To bite it. To feel you 
creaming for me as I taste your virgin blood.” 


“Do it,” she whimpers. 


I smooth my hand up her leg and palm her pussy, grinding 
it forcefully. 


Stop, stop, a voice roars inside of me as I lean back, 
besieging her pussy with my hand and staring at the 
trembling flesh of her inner thigh. 


You can’t do this. 


But my body is primed to take her, all of her, as though all 
my thousand-plus years have led to this moment and this 
moment alone. 


My fangs spring forth and I bite into her thigh, sucking on 
the hot blood, feeling it mix with her creaming come in my 
mouth, the complexity of the flavors rushing to my head and 
then down my body to my manhood. 


My muscles swell and engorge as though my body is trying 
to tear itself apart, the blood hits me so powerfully, so 
intimately. 


I grind and grind and fucking grind her clit with my palm, 
making her come again, and again, a series of orgasms that 
cause her thighs to become soaked with her creaming 
wetness, sliding down and over the puncture marks my 
teeth make. 


This is wrong. I need to stop. 
But that voice is quiet, dim, falling into the background. 
All that exists is my queen. 


And she tastes so fucking good. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


l ammy 


I only realize just how crazy all this is when Torsten curses 
and stumbles backward, collapsing onto the floor and 
bringing a hand to his mouth to wipe away the blood. 


My blood. 


I stare as the unbelievable aftermath of the orgasms rush 
through me. The orgasms, multiple, too many to count as 
they hammered through me with the force of a revelation. 


I’ve never felt anything like that before, the sudden 
capturing euphoria of it, the way he pulled something 
hidden and special out of me. 


His body pulses slower now, and even that didn’t seem 
strange when he was rubbing my sex with a speed I could 
hardly believe. 


With the speed of a vampire. 


It’s one thing to see him flitting around, but to actually feel 
him, the dormant primal power in his hand, the carnal 
speed, it’s something else entirely. 


He stares at the blood and then wipes his mouth thoroughly 
with the sleeve of his jacket. He pricks his finger with his 
fang and leans over to me, pressing it against my thigh. 
Warmth swells through me and I glance down to see his 
fang marks have healed over, the place where he bit 
flooded with contended heat. 


“Fuck,” he growls, standing up and stumbling to the 
window, moving like a man who’s had too much to drink. “I 
shouldn’t have done that. I’m sorry.” 


“T told you to,” I say, feeling slightly offended. “It was in the 
heat of the moment. It’s okay, Torsten, you don’t have to be 
ashamed.” 


“What if I’d lost control and bled you dry?” he snarls, 
spinning on me, a shimmer of red flashing across his neck. 


I stand up and make to move toward him, but he takes a 
slow step back. 


“Your jeans,” he snarls huskily. “If you stay like that, I’m 
afraid of what Ill do. I need to get myself under control. The 
way the light of your cream and your blood makes your 
thighs shine, Tammy, it’s like fucking hypnosis.” 


“Light?” I murmur. “It’s pretty dark in... Oh, right. Ah, silly 
me.” 


He smirks, some of the tension flowing out of him. 


I find my jeans and wriggle into them, sticky without my 
panties. 


Torsten looks at me with complete enthrallment swimming 
in his gaze, as though any second his inner beast could 
reemerge and force him to leap at me like the animal he 
secretly is. 


My head swims as I take in the enormity of his expression, 
the absolute dedication of it making the way the jocks used 
to look at the cheerleaders in high school seem insignificant 
in comparison. 


“T can’t believe you really want me that badly,” I whisper. 


“Well, believe it,” he laughs grimly. “Because I want you 
more than I’ve ever wanted anyone or anything. And that’s 
what scares me. I’m just surprised you didn’t start 
screaming when I lite up red like a one-man disco ball.” 


I giggle. “Actually, that was kind of hot.” 
“You’re one of a kind, Tammy. Goddamn. You’re perfect.” 


I sit on the bed, squeezing onto my thighs, feeling more 
vivacious and alive than I ever have before. 


“T’m not going to turn into a vampire now, am I?” I joke. 


Or half-joke, anyway, since I’m not exactly sure how all of 
this works. 


“No,” he murmurs. “It’s not like the movies. Garlic does 
nothing to us. We have reflections. We can’t turn into bats. 
A blessed stake will kill us, that much is true. But water 
does nothing, holy or not. And vampires aren’t made by 
other vampires. They are - were - made by sorcerers. But 
there are none left. I’m the last alive, Tammy. So don’t fear. 
You won’t sprout fangs tomorrow morning.” 


“It must’ve been lonely,” I say. “Being on your own for so 
long.” 


He walks over to the bed and cups my chin in his hand, his 
skin turning cool again and sending shivers down my neck 
and over my body. But even as cold as the grave, there’s a 
tingly sensation to his touch that makes me want more, that 
makes me as hungry as he was when he bit me. 


“I have never wanted anyone else apart from you,” he 
whispers softly. 


“You’ve lived over a thousand years,” I say, stroking my 
hand up his arm. “Do you really expect me to—” 


“T would never lie to you.” 


He sits down next to me, wrapping his arm around my 
shoulder and pulling me close to him. Then he turns and 
takes a long inhale of my hair. Briefly, warmth blooms all 
through him, until with an effort he brings the cold back. 


“Shit,” he says, laughing grimly. “I shouldn’t have done 
that.” 


“T can’t imagine what it’s been like for you all these years to 
be on your own,” I mutter, trying to get him back on 
subject. 


“And you haven’t been on your own?” he probes. 


“Well, sure,” I say. “I didn’t exactly have friends at the 
orphanage. Singing was my only escape, really, because 
there was this one teacher who said I had talent and let me 
hang around the music room after class. She became a sort 
of mother figure, I guess you could say. But she passed a 
few years ago. And then I was on my own. I found Chipper, 
though.” 


“He’s a good dog,” Torsten says, gripping me tightly, his 
body so solid and strong I know that nothing in the world 
can hurt me right now. “A loyal friend.” 


“Yeah,” I say, stunned at the sob trying to creep into my 
voice. “He’s called Chipper because he was rescued from a 
wood chipper, you know. That’s what the guy at the rescue 
place told me. How could somebody be so evil to try and do 
that to an innocent animal?” 


“Live long enough and you realize there’s no limit to evil, 
Tammy,” he says. “Thank you for telling me more about 
yourself. It makes me feel closer to you.” 


“Wait a second...” 
I look up at him, grinning through the budding melancholy. 


“Did you just use one of your charm thingies on me? 
Because one second I was dead-set on asking you about 
yourself, and now here I am, spilling my ugly guts out.” 


His lips go tight at the word ugly, and he shakes his head 
slowly. 


“No part of you is ugly, Tammy.” 
“You’re a master at changing the subject.” 


He smirks briefly, flashing his human-looking teeth, his 
fangs retracted. “There was a war about two hundred years 
ago between humans and vampires. Some radical sorcerer 
became convinced that a leader of my kind had discovered 
a way to make more vampires without the need of a 
sorcerer. I was at the fringe of the war. I had no interest in 
it. I was older than most of the petty pups squabbling like 
humans. No offense.” 


I laugh, nudging him, my mind swimming as I try to 
convince myself yet again that this is all true. 


Outside, a light wind howls. 

The night watches. 

Moonlight shines into the bedroom. 
“Then what happened?” 


“The sorcerers won. They’d devised a spell to track every 
living vampire. Well, living-ish. They killed them all except 


for me, and then they came for me. There were four of 
them, they came for me in Iceland, where I’d made a home 
away from civilization.” 


“They tried to kill you,” I whisper, sensing where this is 
going. 


“Hmm,” he growls, nodding. “I tried to talk them out of it. 
I’d grown tired of violence a long time ago, perhaps even in 
my human life. But when you are attacked, you can’t cling 
to honor or high-flung ideas of being the better man. You 
have to remember that you’re an animal just like they are. 
And fight. So that’s what I did. I fought them and I won. And 
so I became the last magical creature in this world. There 
will be no more after me because despite what those idiot 
sorcerers believed, we didn’t find a way to make more 
vampires.” 


“What about more sorcerers?” I ask. 


He shakes his head. “Only sorcerers can make sorcerers, 
too.” 


“So they really shot themselves in the foot there,” I 
murmur. 


“Yes,” he says. “They did.” 


“And you’ve been on your own for two hundred years,” I say, 
trying to let the enormity of the time sink into my head. 
Trying and failing. 

“T was on my own for centuries before that. Because I never 
had you.” 


He leans in closer and brushes his lips against mine, body 
pumping warmly before he gets himself under control, a 
constant war of flaming lust. 


“Let me move you into an apartment befitting a queen,” he 
says. “You and Chipper deserve better than this 
neighborhood. Let me dote on you, Tammy. Because I... I’ve 
been waiting all my long life for you, and the idea of 
something happening to you turns me feral.” 


“Really?” I say. “You’d do that for me?” 


His smirk twitches and he cradles me to his chest. For a 
brief moment, I think I can feel his heartbeat, pounding, but 
then I realize it’s my own. 


“T would do anything for you, Tammy.” 


The apartment is absolutely freaking amazing, the sort of 
place I never dreamed I’d be able to live in a million years. 


Or maybe that’s a lie. 


Maybe I did dream about a penthouse with floor to ceiling 
windows in my sillier fantasies. When I was a successful 
singer, I’d buy a place that overlooked the city that had 
once been so cruel to me. But I never actually believed it 
would happen. 


I walk around the open-plan space, after Torsten’s driver 
drops me off, over the fur rugs, and into the kitchen of sleek 
marble surfaces. I stroll to the window and look down at the 
park, gorgeous even if it’s tiny below, and even if the clouds 
are shielding the sun and casting a gray night-like sheet 
over everything. 


But the best room, the room that makes me jump up and 
down like a little kid when I discover it - and Chipper to 
leap up on his little hind legs and dance around with me - is 


a freaking recording studio located at the rear of the 
apartment. 


I can barely believe that it’s true until I feel the equipment 
under my fingertips. 


“So you like it?” a voice comes from behind me. 


I gasp and turn to find Torsten there, leaning casually 
against the wall, his body covered in a suit the color of 
Nordic water. 


I must’ve been in here for ages if he’s here. The sun must 
have set. 


“Like it?” I gasp, looking around at the red-cushioned walls, 
the lamp sending a serene glow over everything. “It’s 
amazing. But you do realize I’m not a music technician, 
right? I’ve got no idea how to use this stuff.” 


“That’s fine,” Torsten chuckles. “I do.” 
“What? Seriously?” 


“T’ve had far too much time on my hands over the years,” he 
says. “Learning different skills is a hobby of mine. So 
whenever inspiration strikes, I’ll be there for you.” 


I stand up and walk over to him, feeling a blot of anxiety 
spreading like misty ink through my body. It touches every 
part of me as I clasp onto his shirt and bring myself closer 
to him. The naturalness of the gesture sends a shockwave 
through me. 


I still can’t believe this is happening. 
But it is. 
And I need to accept that. 


“Won't you miss having all the time in the world, Torsten, if 
you become human?” I whisper. 


“No,” he says at once. “Because I want - no, need - 
something far more than that.” 


He smooths his hand down my body and places it on my 
belly, rubbing softly. 


Something whelms inside of me, a deafening chorus 
screaming through my body, a cacophony I couldn’t ignore 
even if I wanted to. 


“That’s your womb,” he growls, passion flaring in his voice. 
His touch blares so hotly I’m shocked he doesn’t scorch 
through my shirt. “I can feel it, Tammy. I can feel how badly 
your body wants to give me a child. But a vampire cannot 
mate with a human. And there’s nothing in this world I want 
more than to plunge my seed inside of you and to watch our 
offspring grow and flourish.” 


I gasp. 


“Jesus, I want that too,” I whisper. “I thought I might be 
crazy, thinking that so quickly.” 


He kisses my forehead and I can feel the smiling shape his 
lips make. 


“There’s no such thing as crazy or too fast where we’re 
concerned,” he says. “We’re destined for each other. Of all 
the humans I’ve ever scented, none have ever made me feel 
what you have, Tammy. You’re one in a million, a billion, a 
goddamn trillion. You’re everything I’ve ever dreamed of 
and I can’t wait to put my seed in your virgin womb. But 
first, let me take you on a date. Let’s pretend to be civilized 
for an evening.” 


A warm shiver moves through me. 


A date with my man, the future father of my children ... 
How the heck can I resist that? 
“But what about Chipper?” I ask. 


“It’s up to you,” he says. “I can hire a professional dog 
sitter. Or we can take him with us. Whatever you like.” 


“T think a dog sitter would work best,” I murmur, leaning 
down and stroking Chipper behind the ears, his favorite 
place to be tickled. “Sometimes he can get a little antsy 
around crowds.” 


Chipper grins, reflecting the contentment moving through 
my body, and I can’t help but let a goofy grin of my own rise 
to my lips. 


“T’ve never been on a date before,” I whisper. 


Torsten envelops me in his arms, his body a solid certainty 
against mine. 


“Tt’s the first of many,” he whispers close into my ear. 


CHAPTER NINE 


| orsten 


I place my hand on her back as I walk with her through the 
restaurant, the light of the chandeliers glinting all around 
us. A Jazz band plays softly in a corner and I have to 
concentrate with every ounce of will I possess not to light 
the place up like a blood promise. 


Tammy looks like something out of a fever dream. 


In a dress, the purple of a long-awaited sunset, inset with 
jewels that glitter as brightly as her smile, her body claims 
the material. Her curves touch every part of it, creating an 
outline that causes my manhood to ache and tremble with 
withheld desire. 


Her oaken hair has been piled artfully atop her head by the 
stylist, leaving the vivacious character of her face to shine 
through. 


She turns to me with a cute as hell grin. 


I lean in, brushing my lips against hers, an unstoppable 
instinct. 


We sit at a private corner table, a single candle flickering 
artfully in a silver holder. 


“This place is beautiful,” she whispers. “But I just realized 
something. Are you going to be able to eat?” 


“Yes,” I tell her. “I just won’t taste it. And it won’t give me 
any sustenance. But I can chew and mime and watch you, 
watch you every single moment.” 


“Maybe that should creep me out,” she giggles, tossing me 
a sassy look to end all sassy looks. “This big scary mythical 
creature staring me down.” 


“Maybe,” I say, a savage undertone to my voice. “But it 
doesn’t.” 


The waiter approaches, cutting off all talk of vampires and 
myth. I delight in making Tammy laugh as the waiter - a 
proper-looking man reminding me of a Russian noble - 
turns to me and asks me what I would like. 


“T’ll have whatever she’s having, my good man,” I Say, 
tossing her a wink. 


She smiles but then a blush creeps into her cheeks. 


Her heartbeat begins to beat faster, almost frantically, as 
her eyes roam over the menu. 


“Could we have some more time to decide, please?” I say, 
speaking to the waiter but keeping my eyes on Tammy. 


“T thought you were having whatever I’m having, hmm?” 
she sasses. 


Or she tries to sass. 
But beneath her words, I can hear a note of anxiety. 


“What’s wrong?” I ask. 


“How do you know something’s wrong, mm?” 


“Why do you keep saying hmm?” I mutter, smirking despite 
myself. 


There’s just something about this woman, and by 
something, I mean that she’s life-changing, paradigm- 
shifting, that she’s the only person either in this time or at 
any time I’ve lived through who has made me want to enter 
the world of mortals again. 


“Because it’s what you say,” she giggles. “Every now and 
then, you'll just go hmm, like you’re the biggest badass in 
the world and you’re too important to say any actual 
words.” 


“T do not,” I say, though I know she’s right. 
Bantering with her is just too damn fun. 
“You do too,” she laughs. 


“Tammy,” I say, reaching across the table and taking her 
hand in mine. I feel her flinch slightly at the coldness I have 
to envelop myself with if I’m not going to light up this 
restaurant like a goddamn fireworks display. “You can tell 
me if something’s wrong, always. I’ll never judge you.” 


“Tt’s just... I’m supposed to be on a diet, you know?” 


I can’t help it. My mouth splits open and a savage laugh 
escapes my throat, causing several people to turn and look 
at me. 


She snatches her hand away. 
“How is that funny?” she snaps. 


“I’m sorry,” I say quickly. “I’m not laughing at you, I 
promise. I never would.” 


When I take her hand again, she doesn’t flinch or pull away. 


“It’s just the idea of you needing to go on a diet is absurd to 
me. Firstly, you’re the sexiest goddamn woman just the way 
you are. Your curves drive me insane. When I had you 
naked and curvaceous and wet for me—” 


“Torsten, we’re in public,” she says, her shimmering 
heartbeat betraying her. 


“Right,” I say, baring my teeth at her, fangless for the time 
being. “But when I had you like that, I just couldn’t believe 
how perfect your body was—is. It’s curvy in all the right 
places. But there’s more to it than that. You have to 
understand, I’ve lived a long, long time. I’ve been alive long 
enough to find this modern, Western obsession with stick- 
thinness thoroughly ridiculous. When it first started 
appearing, I thought it was a strange phase, and would 
pass.” 


“But it hasn’t, has it?” she murmurs. “And whatever you Say, 
you can’t deny that most people find skinny girls more 
attractive than—” 


“Than curvy fucking goddesses?” I snarl, not caring to keep 
my voice low now. “No, Tammy, I can’t agree with you there. 
If you want to go on a diet, then fine, go on a diet. But don’t 
for a second think you need to, or have to. Don’t feel as if 
you’re being compelled by me, or society, or whatever else. 
Because just looking at you drives me into a feeding frenzy, 
a feeling that, before you, I hadn’t felt for two hundred 
years.” 


She bites her lip, light shimmering in her eyes that makes 
me want to fist her hair, spoil the intricate artwork of the 
stylist, and guide her lips to mine as I pulse redder then a 
crimson sunset. 


“You wouldn’t just say that?” she whispers. 


“Pd never just say anything with you,” I growl carnally. 
“You’re going to be the mother of my children. We’re going 
to spend the rest of our mortal lives together. I wouldn’t 
just speak empty words to you.” 


Her grip tightens around mine, and then an impish smile 
lights up her face. 


“Okay, then I might have the steak.” 
“Good choice,” I say. “TIl get mine nice and rare.” 


“Well, I could’ve guessed that,” she giggles, seeming more 
carefree now as I gesture for the waiter to return. 


“So how does it work?” she asks once we’ve made our 
orders. “Turning you into a human, I mean?” 


She shakes her head, laughing under her breath. 


And she’s so damn musical that even her quiet laughter is 
better than half the music filling the charts these days. 


“T still can’t believe we’re even talking about this, 
ceremonies and amulets and magic. It all seems pretty 
ridiculous. Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to totally call your 
life ridiculous.” 


“No, it is,” I chuckle deeply. “Especially in these modern 
times, when most people don’t believe in magic. When I was 
first changed, it didn’t seem that impossible to me. We 
believed deeply in the gods back then. We saw the world 
differently. But yes, it is. You’re right.” 


“So how then?” she asks. 


I can’t help but let heat flare inside of me. 


For a second, I see my reflected redness in her eyes, a brief 
pulsation that I have to grit my teeth and force down before 
anyone notices. 


“We have sex,” I say. “With me wearing the amulet. It has to 
be on the anniversary of its creation, which is in two weeks’ 
time.” 


“Two weeks,” she murmurs. “What a crazy coincidence, you 
finding me just in time.” 


“No,” I say fiercely. “Even if this makes me sound old- 
fashioned, I don’t think coincidence had anything to do with 
it. I think something led me to that rooftop on that specific 
night when the wind was just right to bring your scent to 
me.” 


“Me too,” she whispers, just as fiercely as me, my perfect 
equal. “And really, Torsten, if anybody’s allowed to sound a 
little old-fashioned, I think you qualify. But...” 


“What?” I urge when she trails off. 


“Well, I know I’m strong enough. But do you think you'll be 
able to wait two whole weeks?” 


I lean forward, staring into her eyes, reading the 
playfulness and the banter there. 


“Oh, so you can wait, can you?” I grin, baring my teeth and 
feeling my fangs flare for a moment. With an effort, I retract 
them. “There’s no part of you that wants me to take you toa 
hotel this evening? There’s no part of you that’s starving 
just as badly as I am? Because I want to wait, too. I want to 
wait until I know I can put a child inside of you. But I don’t 
know if I’m that strong.” 


She makes a soft whimpering noise. 


“Is it safe?” she whispers. 


“T don’t know,” I growl. “I’ve never had sex with a human 
before. All I know is I would die before I hurt you.” 


“You’ve never... really? In all these years?” 
I shake my head. 


“You’re the only woman that’s ever interested me. Hell, 
that’s an understatement. Obsessed me, captivated me. 
You’re the only woman I’ve ever felt like I needed to take, 
claim, hard, over and over again.” 


“T want that,” she says softly, a quiet song of lust in her 
voice. “And I’d be lying if I said...” 


She trails off. 
“No, it doesn’t matter. I don’t want to sound like a slut.” 


A deep tremor quakes through me, a tremor that hits 
something deep and primal inside of me. I want to find 
whatever asshole told her that she couldn’t express herself 
sexually and cave his face in. 


“You would never be a slut to me, Tammy,” I snarl. “We 
belong together. We’re dedicated to each other. You should 
feel free to explore your sexuality. What were you going to 
say?” 


She looks at me bravely now. 


“Just that, you know, it might be sort of amazing to do it 
when you're still a vampire. Before we begin our life 
together ... as mortals.” 


“As mortals,” I say softly. “Now you’re beginning to sound 
like me.” 


“Is that such a bad thing?” she sasses. 


My eyes smolder into hers, and it takes all the self-restraint 
I possess not to flip this table and grab her shoulders, lead 
her to the balcony railing and bend her over. 


I remember how tight and pink and wet her pussy was. 
Something in me shudders. 
I need her. 


And I can’t wait any longer. 


CHAPTER TEN 


l ammy 


His hand is a controlled fire on the small of my back as he 
leads me down the private corridor toward the penthouse 
suite of the hotel. I glance at him and see the red veins 
pulsating in his throat, as though he can hardly contain the 
feed, the lust, the need. 


My body is a shimmering isle of luxuriating sensations, my 
nipples tingling against my bra and my panties hot and 
sticky. My heart beats a tune of anxiety and tries to throttle 
this moment, but I won’t let it, can’t let it ruin what we’re 
going to experience together. 


He makes a snarling, growling noise as he pushes the door 
open, revealing a plush-carpeted hallway that leads to a 
living room straight out of a regency drama. With its 
landscape paintings and regal furniture, I feel like I’ve 
stepped back in time, but I don’t have long to admire the 
palatial surroundings because Torsten’s hands are on my 
shoulders. 


He spins me to him, his face tight, his icy blues blazing 
fiercely. 


“Fucking hell,” he groans. “Do you have any idea how sexy 
you look right now? That dress, Tammy. Your fucking 
curves.” 


A squeal of delight escapes me as his powerful hand pounds 
against my ass, and then he squeezes tightly, rubbing the 
place he just spanked as his eyes sear into me and his skin 
begins to shimmer carmine. 


His whole body is pulsating beneath the night-blackness of 
his suit, his fangs pointed and sharp as he gazes at me, a 
beast in full hunt, unable to stop himself now. 


And I’d never want him to stop. 
I’m his prey. 
His nervous prey, his inexperienced prey, fine, fine. 


But right now my lust is screaming so loudly I can barely 
hear everything else, all that other nonsense that only 
threatens to get in the way. 


He pulls me close to him and slides his fire-hot hands up the 
back of my legs, pushing my dress aside and grinding 
against my bare skin. Goosebumps prickle and follow the 
path his hands make. 


He grits his teeth when he gets to my ass, palming it 
roughly, seductively, his fingers creeping down and closer to 
my soaked panties with each stroke. 


“You feel fucking perfect, my curvy virgin mortal,” he 
snarls. “Turn around and bend over the couch. I need to see 
that pussy again. And I’m warning you, Tammy, I’m going to 
use a charm to make you cream hard for me. You better tell 
me now if you’ve got a goddamn problem with that.” 


“N-no,” I whimper. “I want it. I want it bad.” 


My mind sings with the prospect of being utterly in his 
thrall. 


Utterly his. 
Forever. 


He spins me around and presses down on my shoulder 
blades. 


I bend over and stick my ass out, feeling truly sexy for the 
first time in my life. Even as virginal anxiety threatens to 
erupt into the fabric of the moment, I feel my womb urging 
me on, telling me this is it, the night I become a sexual 
being and get comfortable enough to be with my man. 


“Odin’s eye,” he growls, smoothing his hand over my ass 
cheek and then slowly peeling my panties down. 


“T’m sorry,” I giggle. “What the heck did you just say?” 


“Old expression,” he smirks, as I bend around to look into 
his red-shimmering, fanged expression. “Now be a good 
little virgin and stick that ass out. I’m going to make you 
come and cream like my perfect sexy goddess.” 


“Like this?” I whimper, arching my back and pushing with 
my hips. 


His face goes tight and he swallows. His manhood makes a 
massive outline against the fabric of his trousers as he 
gazes down at my ass, my dress hiked up around my hips in 
bunches of fabric. The only light comes as a soft moon-blue 
glow through the closed curtains and the sconce lights 
along the walls, giving him an eerie, captivating 
appearance. 


And him, the red shimmer that flows through him in 
frenetic pulses before settling as he gets himself under 
control... only to flare again moments later. 


“Yes,” he growls. “Like that. Now, you’re going to cream. 
And you’re going to fucking cream hard. I’ve never used 
charms for this before.” 


“It’s both our first time,” I whisper. 
“Yes,” he says passionately. “It fucking is.” 
“Ah,” I scream as he plunges his middle finger into my hole. 


I had no idea how wet I was until his finger slides deeply 
inside of me, his knuckles pressed up against my ass cheeks 
as he begins to swirl his finger inside of me. 


I gasp and bite down, and then I feel electric tension 
sizzling through me. It’s as though he’s touching every 
single part of me with a live wire, my hairs pricking up all 
over my body, my hole getting tight and the universe 
spinning around me like suddenly we're the center of it like 
suddenly nothing else matters or even exists. 


“Fuck, you’re getting tight,” he snarls. 


I have to close my eyes, the force of the pleasure is so 
strong. 


It attacks every part of me in otherworldly gasping 
closeness. 


“Are—you—doing—it—” 


“Yes,” he moans. “And you’re going to cream for me. Any 
second now. I can feel it. And then I’m going to rub your 
sweet cream all over my cock and plunge inside of you. I 
can’t wait anymore. I need to claim you before I lose control 
and feed on that luscious round ass, an ass made for 


pounding, for spanking, for fucking owning. You’re mine, 
Tammy. You’re my fucking property. Cream. Now, now. Do it 


n 


now. 


On his last word, he must send the most powerful charm 
into me yet, because suddenly I float up out of my body and 
the only thing I can feel, the only thing that exists for me, is 
the feeling of his finger pressed against a spot of pure 
heaven inside of me. 


The euphoria is like the Big Bang, like a river of lava - 
boiling but painless - is flows through me, like a primordial 
maelstrom of heat and closeness and need spinning around 
and around and around. 


I feel my legs trembling as I stand on my tiptoes, almost 
falling over the couch. 


Everything shakes and then a gushing fountain opens up 
inside of me. 


Something shatters and then comes together and shatters 
again. 


“Fuck, your cream is flowing down your thighs,” Torsten 
gasps. 


Even through my eyelids, I can see the redness filling up 
the room now, a flashing siren of light that proclaims his 
vampiric, carnal desire. 


I feel my hole fluttering around his finger as his other hand 
sends charm-ecstasy surging through me. 


“I can’t wait,” he growls. “Come here, Tammy.” 
I open my eyes and he spins me around. 


His body is glowing like a furnace now and his fangs are 
glinting in the light. He grabs my hip with one hand and lifts 


me up, lifts me as though I weigh less than air, balancing 
me with his hand palming my ass at the same time as I prop 
my hands on his shoulders. 


“F-fuck,” I whimper. “ You’re so strong.” 


With his free hand, he tears down his pants and reveals his 
manhood, a glistening come-slick length that springs up ten 
inches long, and thick, so thick a tremor travels through me 
at the thought I won’t be able to take him. 


He places me down on the back of the couch, but still props 
me up as he steps forward and guides his manhood to me. 


“I have to be strong,” he growls, stroking his engorged 
head up and down my clit, the grinding wetness almost 
driving me to orgasm all over again. “But goddamn I need 
to see those juicy breasts, too. But I’m scared if I do I’ll feed 
on them.” 


“You can heal me after, right?” I whisper. 
“Yes.” 

“Then do it, Torsten. Take me.” 

“Don’t tempt me,” he snarls. 


“Why not?” I touch his face, stroke it softly, and then run my 
finger along his lip and touch one of his razor-sharp fangs. 
“Tt’s just so much fun.” 


With a savage thrust of his hand, he tears my dress off, the 
fabric ripping under his godly power and ending up 
crumpled on the floor. 


Another—and my bra goes the same way, my breasts 
spilling free. 


“Those breasts,” he snarls. “This creamy cunt. You were 
made for me, Tammy.” 


I gasp as he arches his back and slides his length inside of 
me. 


Collapsing forward, I bury my face in his neck as a twinge of 
fear kisses me, making me wonder if he’s too big if I’ll be 
able to... 


But then my doubts wash hotly away as I feel my pussy 
blooming and flooding with his tingly need for me. 


I squeal as he rears back, pumping his hips, one hand 
always grabbing and kneading and massaging my ass 
cheeks. 


He gazes down at my breasts, his eyes wide, his pulsating 
getting quicker as he struggles with the desire to plunge 
his erect fangs into them. 


“Do it,” I urge. “TI tell you if it gets to be too much.” 


“You better,” he groans. “Because you smell fucking 
incredible.” 


I wrap my arms around his muscular shoulders as he leans 
down and bites my breast softly. The warmth of his fangs is 
orgasmic, thudding into me with the force of a promise. 


He pumps his hips faster and I grind against him, the walls 
of my pussy feeling tight and close and oh-so-intimate 
around him as we sink into a rhythm. 


He gasps and growls as he sucks on my breast, his teeth 
clamping tighter, but he must be using a charm because 
where his fangs make their mark orgiastic tingling spreads 
through my breasts, making my nipples hard. 


“Fuck,” he growls, breaking it off and leaning back, gazing 
at me with his red-smeared mouth, his eyes ablaze. “ You’re 
close. You’re close again. Fuck, fuck, fuck.” 
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“Beg me to bite you,” he groans, hardly able to get the 
words out past his overwhelming desire, desire that blazes 
clearly in his face. “Beg me, Tammy.” 


“Bite me,” I moan, forcing the words out past the catching 
scream in my throat. “Oh, God. Bite me. Bite me. Bite me” 


He buries his face in his breast again. 


This time, the way his cock fills me seems to get even more 
dominating. My pussy starts to pulse in time with his feed- 
driven lust, his thrusts getting even quicker, far quicker 
now than any human man could pump his hips. 


He pounds into me in a flurry of movement and all I can do 
is clutch onto his large shoulder muscles to stop myself 
from collapsing backward. 


A symphony of pleasure erupts in my breasts and deep in 
my pussy, and then they both travel through my body and 
join somewhere in my belly. They sing brightly and hotly 
and then I’m shivering and I feel the orgasm shooting out of 
me, my juices squirting down his length as he pumps 
deeper and bites harder. 


“Beg me to come in you,” he snarls, breaking off the biting 
contact for a moment. “Beg.” 


“P-please,” I sing. “Come in me, Torsten. Please come in my 
tight virgin pussy.” 

“Keep saying that,” he commands. 

“Come in my tight virgin pussy,” I moan, my pussy getting 


tight and then loosening suddenly as more squirting 
pleasure flows out of me. “Come in—Come—Come—” 


He throws his head back and roars, his fangs making two 
shiny points in the semidarkness. 


I grab the back of his neck and pump with my hips, grinding 
my pussy down onto him. 


Then he grunts and his whole body goes taut and tense. 


We collapse against each other as his cock pulses inside of 
me. 


“God,” I whisper, as we stop our mad animal bucking. 


“Y-yes,” he growls, staggering away and pawing at the 
blood covering his mouth. “Just please, get dressed. Oh, 
wait.” 


He pricks his finger and places it against the fang marks on 
my breasts, healing them. But then he growls and starts 
palming them again, spreading my blood over them. 


“Fuck.” 


He forces himself to turn away and walks to the other side 
of the room. 


“Torsten.” 
“Hmm?” 


“What am I supposed to get dressed in? You sort of ruined 
my dress, you animal.” 


I grin at him and then he glances at me, smirking slightly. 
Our smiles mirror each other and then we’re both laughing, 
like sex-crazed loons, laughing so that our voices fill the 
room in a song. 


Then he darts to me, vampire-quick, seeming to appear 
inches in front of me within a heartbeat. 


“Then I guess I’ll have to take you into the bedroom to see if 
there’re any clothes in there.” 


I run my hand down his shirt, pressing my fingernails hard 
so I can feel his hot, stony flesh beneath. 


“Okay,” I whisper. “But this time you have to get naked too. 
It’s only fair.” 


Lust flares between us, and we don’t fight it. 
We can’t. 


Because we belong to each other now, in body as well as 
soul. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


l ammy 


I sit on my apartment balcony as the midday sun makes the 
city glitter like a diamond. Chipper rests on my lap in a tight 
ball, snoozing softly, glancing up at me every time I let my 
ear-stroking lapse. 


Mommy, his eyes seem to say. I think you're forgetting 
something. 


My mind soars over the past almost two weeks with Torsten, 
the dates, the closeness, the little fun experiments we’ve 
had in the recording studio together. But as I sit here what 
strikes me most is how glorious the city looks as it’s lit with 
startling yellow and how I wish Torsten was sitting here 
beside me, basking in the warm glow of the sun. 


“Tonight,” I whisper, giving Chipper a belly rub. 
He rolls over and his tongue lolls as he grins up at me. 
“But is he ready, eh, little man?” I mutter. 


Perhaps that’s an unfair question. He’s told me he’s ready 
plenty of times, told me he’s been waiting his whole life to 


find me, but my head spins whenever I think about it. 


He’ll go from never having to worry about mortality to 
being a forty year old mortal man. 


“But I don’t care,” he growled last night, his fingers making 
patterns in my hair as we recovered from our frantic sex. “I 
want to put my seed inside of you. I want to watch you grow 
with our child. I want to live, Tammy, with you.” 


“I hope you don’t mind me leaving you with the dog sitter 
tonight, boy,” I say, bringing him to my face and kissing his 
nose. 


He smiles and laps at my cheek, his tail wagging as he 
scrambles up my chest to get better purchase for more 
face-licking. 


Tonight. 
Everything changes. 


And I can’t wait, my womb eager for his child, to begin a life 
I never could’ve dreamed of just two and a half weeks ago. 


I take a deep breath of the bracing autumn air and then 
turn Chipper so that he’s facing the city, his little body 
bathed in sunlight. 


Curiosity swells in me as I step from the chauffeured car 
and walk across the airstrip. A light rain falls across the sky, 
seeming to sparkle in the light of the landing strip, flashing. 


Torsten stands next to a small plane, the kind you see in 
stunt shows and in spy movies. It has a propeller and a DIY 
look about it, and as I get closer, I can just about make out 
its blood-red paint in the darkness. 


Torsten has a smirk on his face as he strolls over to me, 
moving languidly in a tight-fitting black shirt and jeans, the 
clothes doing nothing to hide the irrepressible bulk of his 
body beneath. 


“You’re about to tell me you know how to fly that thing,” I 
say. “Aren’t you?” 


“That would be bragging,” he chuckles deeply. “And you 
know how much I hate that. Anyway, I’d prefer to show you. 
If you'll trust me?” 


I glance at the plane, a note of fear shivering through me. 


“T’ve never been on a real plane before,” I murmur. “Let 
alone a toy plane.” 


“T am an excellent pilot,” he says. “But if you don’t feel 
comfortable—” 


“No,” I say quickly. “I mean, I’m going to be scared. But 
you’ve taught me not to live my life in fear, Torsten. Where 
are we going?” 


“Somewhere private,” he says, closing the distance 
between us and leaning down to place a kiss on my cheek. 


Neither completely warm nor completely cold, it oscillates 
between the two as his hunger flares within him. I place my 
hand on his chest and then feel something new there. 


The amulet. 
I feel its heat, too, glowing against my palm. 
“Are you nervous?” I ask softly. 


“About what?” he says. “Seeing the sunrise with the woman 
of my dreams? Starting a life that’s going to be filled with 
happiness and joy and mortal savor? No, Tammy, I’m not 
nervous. Are you?” 


“Only about the plane,” I giggle, nudging him playfully. “I 
really hope you’re the pilot you claim to be.” 


He leads me over to the plane and helps strap me into the 
front seat. I sit back, taking deep breaths, as Torsten climbs 
in beside me and starts fiddling with the controls. He 
handles them all deftly and then starts to taxi the plane 
onto the strip. 


“Don’t worry,” he says, turning to me with his so-Torsten 
smirk. “I would never let anything happen to you.” 


His voice is comforting through the headset. 


And then, like magic - how fitting - we’re soaring over the 
inky blackness of the water and out to sea. 


I reach across and grip onto Torsten’s arm, feeling the 
solidity of it, ready to snatch my hand away if he tells me 
needs his hands free for the controls. 


But he allows me to clutch onto him as we make our path 
through the sky, the stars seeming insanely close when I 
finally summon the courage to look. 


He turns, grinning at me, seeming almost boyish in the 
simple joy he takes in the flight, his hair the same silver of 
the moon as it glistens. 


I relax into the flight, even a little surprised when he turns 
us down to land on a small island seemingly in the middle of 
nowhere. A flashing landing strip marks the spot and 
Torsten guides us steadily down, landing so lightly I can 
barely feel the transfer of the wheels to the strip. 


We come to a stop and he leaps down, opening my door and 
reaching up to help with my straps with his vampire speed. 


Is he going to miss it? an anxious voice whispers. Is he 
going to miss being a creature a thousand times more 


powerful than other men? 


“Where is this?” I ask as he takes my hand and we walk 
away from the strip, into a small clearing and then beyond 
to a cabin that rests on the beach. 


It overlooks the ocean, the ocean that seems to stretch to 
infinity as my eyes roam to the skyline. 


“A perfect place to watch the sunrise,” Torsten says, the 
heat suddenly flowing through him descrying his desire. “I 
wanted a special place to spend tonight with you. So I 
bought this island and had this cabin built. I hope you'll find 
it accommodating.” 


“It’s perfect,” I whisper, turning to him and finding an out- 
of-place look in his eyes. “Torsten, what is it?” 


“T need to ask you something,” he says softly, his voice just a 
few notes above a carnal whisper, the ocean an unceasing 
backdrop and the stars so bright this far away from the city 
they blare down like a million winking diamonds. “The most 
important thing I’ve ever asked anyone, in all my long 
years, a question I would’ve thought absurd before I 
scented you in the autumn air.” 


I feel tears threatening to prick my eyes. 


The voice of the woman I was before I met Torsten - the 
scared woman, the self-conscious woman - tries to tell me 
that this couldn’t possibly be happening. 


But it is. 
Oh my God. 
It is. 


Torsten reaches into his pocket and takes out a ring box, 
falling to his knee in a fluid movement, and looking up at me 


with so much affection in his eyes I can’t hold the tears back 
any longer. 


“T love you, Tammy,” he growls fiercely. “I love you more 
than I thought a night creature like me was capable of. I’ve 
spent so many years wondering if I’d ever feel again, feel 
like mortals feel, but that question was answered the 
second I laid my eyes on you. You’re strong, passionate, 
loyal, and fucking sexy on top of all of that. You’re talented, 
kind, and easily the best person I’ve ever met. I’ve lived a 
thousand years and I’ve never felt even a tenth of what I 
feel now, looking at you framed by moonlight. I love you. 
And I want to spend the rest of my mortal life with you. 
Tammy Holden, will you marry me?” 


Tears blur my eyes as I stare down at him, my voice 
threatening to catch in my throat and become useless. 


But then I find it. 
Because I’m done being voiceless. 
Torsten has shown me that. 


“T love you, too,” I whisper. And then I say it louder, almost 
screaming it, pride blooming. “I love you. Oh, God, I know 
it’s crazy. But I know it’s fate. Freaking fate led us 
together.” 


I stare at the ring, an elegant diamond set within a silver 
band. 


And of course, there’s a little red jewel, a small note of 
character, an inside joke in the form of a precious 
gemstone. 


“And yes,” I giggle, smearing the tears from my cheeks. 
“Did I say that yet? Yes, yes, all the yeses in the world, 
Torsten.” 


Red shimmers through his cheeks as he reaches over and 
slides the ring onto my finger, and then he stands up, 
wrapping his arms around me and pulling me close to him 
with the unstoppable power of a vampire. 


I feel the heat of his amulet, blazing, urgent. 


“Are you ready?” he growls, kissing me softly and then 
harder, a savage thrum moving through both of us. 


“I am,” I gasp, breaking off the kiss, clasping his pulsating 
face in my hands. “But are you? No matter what you Say, 
Torsten, you’re giving up a lot for me. You’re giving up—” 


“I’m gaining so much more,” he says with passion flaring 
beneath his words. “A life. A life I never dreamed I’d have. 
Perhaps a life I didn’t think I deserved. I love you, Tammy, 
and nothing in this world would make me want to choose 
the dark of the night over the light of our love.” 


I blink away another wave of tears and lean up, kissing him 
softly, and then harder, sinking into the kiss as my body 
rages just as hotly as his. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


| orsten 


I guide her into the cabin, minimally but sleekly furnished. 
The entire space is open-plan, with a deluxe kitchen, a 
corner couch arranged in front of a crackling fire that rages 
and crackles after a little encouragement, a separate 
bathroom with heated floors and then the bed, the 
goddamn bed, the only thing I’m interested in as my hand 
roams over my fiancé’s body and down to that round, plump 
ass. 


“Fuck,” I snarl, palming it as she bends over for me, 
knowing what I like, knowing how to please me just as Pll 
spend every day for the rest of our mortal lives trying to 
please her. 


I slide my hands over her pants and then push her down 
softly, spinning her onto her back. The lighting is soft and 
the sheets are blood-red silk, but I can’t help but let the 
surging feed pulse through me one final time as I pull down 
her pants and her panties in one savage stroke. 


The room pumps red like an artery, lighting up brightly, as I 
lean forward and brush my tongue roughly up her lips. I 
suck on her clit, attacking it with the tip of my tongue, 
sending shivering charms through her body until she’s 
breathing heavily and twitching against me. 


I reach up and grab her breasts over her shirt as she 
creams in my mouth, sucking in the tangy come, drinking 
down every last drop like the fucking savage I am. 


Then I stand up and tear my clothes off, my whole body 
trembling with the importance of this moment. 


I strip my chest bare to reveal my muscled torso, the skin 
smooth except for the war scars I received in my mortal life. 


I gaze down at her when I’m naked, my cock so hard I feel 
like it could erupt any second. 


The amulet pulses as brightly as my feed-infused skin, 
flashing against her, lighting her up for me. 


“Shirt,” I snarl. “Now. I need to suck those nipples.” 


She wriggles out of her shirt and unclips her bra, lying on 
her back, her body a curvaceous juicy treat just waiting to 
be ravaged by me, by her man, by the only man who’s ever 
going to get to touch that body. 


Because if anybody else tried, vampiric abilities or not, I’d 
make them regret it. 


I can feel the amulet willing me to take her as I lean down 
over her, pressing my body against hers so that my chest 
flattens her breasts. 


I find her lips and claim them as my own, kissing her with 
more force each passing moment, but with the amulet 
singing through my mind in a sorcerer’s chant, I feel my 
fangs shimmering strangely, as though they don’t want to 


bite, as though I can lie with my woman as a man, just a 
man, and that’s a glorious fucking thing for a vampire who’s 
known no other life for a millennium. 


She reaches down, more confident now than she was the 
first time, and tightens her palm around my manhood. 


I growl softly as she strokes my precome up and down my 
shaft, a glittering lust in her eyes I can’t look away from. 


“You look so beautiful right now,” I whisper. 


“T love you,” she gasps, as I arch my back and plunge inside 
of her. 


“Say it again,” I growl. 
“T love you.” 


I pump harder, feeling her pussy flutter and shiver around 
my throbbing cock. 


“I love you,” she gasps, and the next time she says it her 
voice turns hollow as a sudden orgasm grips her. 


I watch the surprise fill her eyes, the quickest orgasm that 
has struck her yet. 


I have to grit my teeth as her pussy gets ultra-tight around 
my massive cock, quivering and pulsing in time with the 
amulet, the light of which is flowing through the room like 
water now, touching every corner of it, blinding with its 
light. 


“Rub those tits,” I snarl, gazing down at them, hypnotized 
at the way they bounce each time I thrust into her. 


She pushes them together and I feel the pressure building 
at the base of my cock, with a tingling at the tip, an 
unstoppable torrent of sensation as I gaze at her live-giving 


breasts and the way they bounce and contort under the 
loving caress of her hands. 


And then I feel something else, something stranger, as the 
amulet blares somehow - impossibly - brighter. 


I feel a welcome new heaviness entering my body. 


I feel my fangs flattening and the need to drink her blood 
draining from me, seeping from my every pore and a new 
urgency taking hold of my hips and compelling me to pump 
even harder, deeper. 


Take her, take her. 


I feel my seed roaring inside of me as though I’ve just 
unleashed its chains and for the first time I’m going to let it 
do what it hungrily needs to do. 


I pump and lean close to her, kissing her neck now instead 
of biting it, each thrust of my huge hot cock bringing me 
that bit closer to my humanity. 


I feel it climbing through the long years, the man I was 
before the blood-need, before the hunger, before the night 
made its claim on me. 


“Fuck,” I whisper. “Can you feel it, Tammy?” 
“You’re going to make me pregnant,” she gasps. 


I make a moaning, howling noise, but I shouldn’t be 
surprised. 


Of course, she can feel it. 
We were destined to be together a long time ago. 


As the fire lighting up my dick gets even hotter, even more 
compulsive, a thought strikes me that sends me into 
overdrive. 


Tammy isn’t the end of my story. 
She’s the beginning. 


I was turned into a vampire over a thousand years ago so 
that I could one day find her. We were born in different 
times and the only way for me to find my way to the woman 
of my dreams was for me to tolerate endless nights stacked 
high like an executioner’s sword plunged into the muddy 
earth. Because from that earth a verdant forest would grow, 
flourish, and that’ll be our lives going forward. 


Our mortal lives. 


“Come with me,” I snarl. “Come so your body knows to 
make room for our offspring.” 


a [= = I’m.” 


I pound into her one last time as the light seeps from the 
room, my feed-driven skin replaced with taut human flesh, 
the amulet falling dark and shining no more. 


My seed whelms and then surges up my shaft, firing into 
her as I find her lips and we moan into a crescendo, our 
bodies bucking and twitching like the tremors after an 
earthquake, slowly quieting and becoming still as I collapse 
over her and then roll aside, taking her in my arms. 


We lie like that for a long time, both of us panting. 
Panting. 


I draw the air into my lungs and I feel it rushing around my 
body, making me feel dizzy as my heart - my fucking heart - 
begins to hammer in my chest like a god’s hammer, 
smashing over and over. 


“T can feel it,” Tammy whispers, as though reading my 
thoughts. She sits up and lays her hand against my bare 


chest. “Oh my God, it worked! Didn’t it?” 


“Yes,” I say, a smile touching my lips, a smile I’ve waited 
over a thousand years for. “I’m a mortal now.” 


“And...” 
“And what?” I laugh. 
“How do you feel?” 


“T feel like I’m right where I need to be,” I whisper, pulling 
her close to me and savoring the feeling of our bodies, both 
hot, but not feed-hot. 


This is the heat of a man and his woman, a woman he’s 
claimed. 


Forever. 
“T love you,” I say. 


“I love you,” she echoes, giggling. “I wonder if we’ll ever get 
tired of saying that.” 


“Never,” I say, stroking my hand up and down her back, still 
stunned at the way my heart leaps around in my chest. 


“T thought it didn’t work for a second. You seemed to... sort 
of go somewhere. Like you were lost in thought or 
something.” 


“Gods, Tammy, you’re better at reading me than anyone I’ve 
ever met. I did get lost in thought for a second.” 


I tell her about my idea that I was only turned into a 
vampire so we could meet. 


“I never would have never found you if I hadn’t been 
changed. You were meant to be born a thousand years in 
the future. If I had stayed human we would never have had 


this chance. Don’t you see? It was always going to be us at 
this moment.” 


She smiles shakily. 
“What?” I urge. 


“Tt’s just that that made me want to cry. But I don’t want to 
cry. I want to scream with joy. Because I can feel it, Torsten. 
I can feel your seed in my womb and it’s just so freaking 
amazing.” 


I sit up, smiling widely now, unable to stop. 
I feel so vital, so alive. 


“Do you think Chipper will mind if we stay to watch the 
sunrise?” 


“With the number of treats and play the dog sitter gives 
him?” Tammy giggles. “ Yeah right.” 


So we lie down together and hold each other close. 


After a while, I feel Tammy begin to breathe sleepily next to 
me, and I match her breathing with mine, in and out, 
savoring the simple pleasure of it. 


But I’m too full of adrenalin to sleep. 


I just lie there, holding the love of my life close, feeling all 
the tiny nuances in my human body. 


I don’t regret it. 
Not even for a second. 
Because I know we're right. 


She’s pregnant. 


After what feels like only a couple of hours, I stand up and 
walk to the window. Drawing aside the curtain, I can’t help 
but flinch a little, centuries of instinct stabbing into me. 


But as I watch the sun crest the horizon, lighting up the sea 
a startling yellow, glistening brightly and warmly, I can’t 
help but let out a sound of utter astonishment. 


I turn to find Tammy beside me, and I lift my arm and cradle 
her close, and together we watch the everyday miracle of 
the blazing autumn sun. 


EPILOGUE 


TWO WEEKS LATER 


l ammy 


Chipper doesn’t know what to make of it when I emerge 
from the ensuite and start leaping around the bedroom, a 
giddiness filling my chest that has to work hard to outdo the 
general serenity that has gripped me these past two weeks. 
He tilts his head at me, tongue out, happy because I’m 
happy as he leaps onto the bed with me and starts lapping 
at my face. 


Torsten is at work, something which stunned his company 
at first. In all the years he’s owned it, he’s never gone to 
work in the day. But now he’s starting his mortal life and he 
wants to leave behind an empire for our family. 


These last two weeks have been heaven. 


I want to scream every time I think about that morning at 
the cabin on the island, the stunned look on Torsten’s face 
as he waded into the water and collapsed onto his back, 
floating atop the waves. 


“Tsn’t it cold?” I called. 


“Who cares?” he laughed. “I can feel it.” 

“You’re a madman.” 

“Well, yes. I am crazy about you.” 

“Oh, so mortality has made you cheesy now, has it?” 

He stood up in the water and grinned mischievously at me. 
“You better believe it,” he chuckled. 


Now I feel butterflies swirling around my belly when I think 
about it, that moment, the first brick in the road of our lives. 
I cradle Chipper close to me and together we roll around in 
the silken sheets, and then I can’t help it. 


I leap up and start singing, letting my voice flow through 
the apartment. 


I sing loud and high and with pride ringing in my voice. 


“We're pregnant, we’re pregnant, we’re preeeggnaaaaant 


And then I bump straight into my fiancé’s chest, Torsten 
looking even more dashing in the light of the unusually 
bright autumn day. 


“Oh,” I whisper, gawping at him for a moment. 
“We're...” 


I feel tears spring to my eyes when the devoted happiness 
floods into his face, his blue eyes gleaming, smiling broadly 
with his human teeth. 


Excitement flares in him but his skin doesn’t pulsate red. 
And yet he still burns, burns with the passion of our love, 
our future. 


“Yes,” I whisper. “I just did three tests, so I’m pretty 
freaking confident. I wanted to do something special to tell 
you. But it turns out you’re still pretty quiet even when 
you're not a vampire anymore.” 


“T knew it,” he says, wrapping his arms around me - arms 
that are still powerful and thick and protective even if 
they’re human, no, because they’re human - and smashing 
our bodies together in a beautiful moment of intimacy. “It 
was that first time, the night I changed. I can’t wait to see 
what an incredible mother you’ll make, Tammy. I can’t wait 
to spend the rest of our lives together. I love you.” 


“I love you,” I whisper, laying my head against his chest, 
listening to the sound of his heartbeat, that wonderful 
hammering that lets me know how human and happy he is. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


| orsten 


I sit in the couch area of the recording studio, bobbing 
Freya up and down on my knee and never once, not even 
for a goddamn second, getting tired of the way she coos 
and smiles sleepily. If I stop bobbing her up and down for 
even a moment, her eyes flitter open and she looks at me as 
if to ask if I’ve lost my mind. 


I grin and cradle her to my chest, rocking her side to side, 
which she likes just as much as the bobbing. 


It’s like she’s got a little piece of me in her, the part that 
savored the rocking of the ships as we sailed from far-flung 
land to far-flung land. 


Chipper sits in the lap of the studio technician, Joanne, a 
woman who my wife has been spending more and more 
time with of late. Joanne is in her fifties and always wears 
flowing, summery dresses, despite the encroaching cold 
weather. 


She’s a good, decent woman, and I’m glad that my wife has 
found a friend as well as a work partner. 


But my eyes only graze across her before settling like 
flaming infernos on Tammy. 


She stands in the booth, her hand clutching the microphone 
as her cheeks flame red. Her angelic voice fills the booth as 
she sings a song she wrote herself, a song about life and 
death and a thousand years in the cold dark north before 
emerging onto a sun-glorious beach and basking with her 
lover. She sways as she sings, her natural musicality shining 
through in her performance. 


Having Freya has added even more curves to her body, 
something I thought impossible before. As I sit here, I’m 
glad that Joanne and Freya and Chipper are here, 
otherwise I might ruin the performance by smashing 
through the sound-proofed glass and claiming my queen 
where she stands. 


After completing the song, she exits the booth and comes 
around to the seating section. 


“God, that was awful,” she says. 
“It was not,” Joanne snaps. “And you know it wasn’t.” 


“Tt was amazing, wife,” I tell her fiercely. “It was the voice of 
an angel. But a dangerous angel. A badass angel. An angel 
capable of taming a devil, you could say.” 


We share a secret smile and I feel a deafening army of 
Valkyries soaring through my mind and heart and soul. 


In my first mortal life, all I longed for was for them to carry 
me off to the heavenly halls where I thought I’d be happiest, 
most content. But now I’m here, with my wife, looking like a 
picture of perfection even in her baggy Tshirt and jeans, 
the fabrics doing nothing to conceal the voluptuousness of 
her body. 


“What did you think, boy?” she asks, scooping Chipper up 
and coming to sit next to us. 


Chipper leans over and softly, tenderly licks Freya on the 
head. Our daughter smiles in her sleep and together we all 
lie back on the couch, Joanne leaving the room quietly, 
shutting us off in silence for a few minutes. 


“T’m so nervous,” Tammy murmurs into the quiet. “My first 
album. What if it’s terrible?” 


“You’ve worked hard,” I growl. “All those gigs you did, even 
while pregnant. And I know it’s not terrible. I’ve heard a lot 
of music, Tammy, countless artists, over the years. And 
you’re something else. You, my beautiful, perfect wife, are 
one of a kind.” 


“Gorgeous?” she giggles, gesturing at herself with the hand 
Chipper isn’t currently rubbing against. “Have you seen me 
lately? I didn’t know you were supposed to glow after the 
pregnancy, too.” 


“Yes,” I say passionately. “I have seen you, and you look like 
a woman who’d be naked and doing unmentionable things 
right now if we were alone.” 


“Really?” she whispers, stroking her hand over Freya’s 
head and then finding my fingers. 


“Really,” I say firmly, giving her hand a squeeze, still 
stunned at the love and warmth that can flow between two 
mortals, that flows between us ceaselessly, beautifully, and 
will do so for the rest of our earthly lives. 


“Because I love you,” I growl, leaning across and kissing 
her at the edge of her mouth. 


Any closer and I’d lose control. 


“And you.” 


I kiss Freya and she makes an endearing cooing noise. 
“Yes, yes, and you, Chipper.” 


I bring my face close to the little man and he climbs onto my 
head, lapping at my cheeks, as Tammy and I laugh quietly 
so as not to wake our daughter. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 


l ammy 


I sing softly as I chop the tomatoes for the omelet, the 
morning sun shafting through the window and lighting up 
the sleek kitchen like the inside of a diamond. Birds chirp 
from the nearby forest and the shadows of the trees in our 
garden are already growing shorter, showing that the 
weatherman might’ve gotten it right for once. Today looks 
to be glorious. 


“Hey,” Freya says, walking into the kitchen and shooting me 
a mischievous grin that’s half her father and half completely 
her own. “We’re on holiday, Mom. That means no work.” 


“Making you a delicious breakfast is work now, is it? Then 
Pl stop.” 


She giggles as she hops onto the bar stool. She has the light 
blonde Nordic hair that Torsten had before it silvered, and 
her face is full of his same impishness. Since becoming a 
mortal, Torsten has become far more playful, taking joy in 
life he tells me he never had as a vampire. 


“And I owe it all to you,” he whispered last night, as we lay 
in bed, both breathless after our lovemaking. It’s gotten 
even more passionate over the years, stolen in precious 
moments between our careers and family life. “I owe 
everything to you, Tammy.” 


“Mom?” Freya says, in that way that lets me know I’ve been 
off in the clouds. 


“Yeah?” 
“T said, are you excited, about the awards show?” 


“Hey.” I pick up a spatula and aim it at her playfully. “I 
thought we said no work talk, huh?” 


“It’s awesome though,” she smiles. “You’re going to win 
another award.” 


“Your father has won awards, too,” I point out. 
“Yeah, but for business,” she says. 


I smile, shaking my head indulgently. Despite their many 
similarities, Freya gets bored by business talk, even when it 
turns to the innumerable accolades Torsten has won for his 
charity work and fair business practices since emerging 
from the shadows and properly taking the helm of Fenrir 
Industries. 


Harry - Harald, named after Torsten’s father - and 
Sebastian, named after mine, are set to be the little 
dominating businessmen, once they get past the wrestling 
and playing stage, that is. 


They’re both seven years old now, so any day now... 


As if sensing that I’m thinking about them, they come 
charging through the house, chasing each other with big 
foam swords. Harry wheels on his twin brother and ducks 


low, aiming for his legs. Seb leaps back and grins widely, his 
mop of unruly brown hair bobbing around his freckled face. 


“Yeah, right,” he laughs. “Like you think I’m that slow.” 


A moment later, Torsten appears, looking rugged and 
handsome with his silver beard clinging to his jaw, his hair 
swept sleepily and lazily and freaking handsomely to the 
side. 


He’s cradling Charlotte to his chest, rocking her softly as he 
walks into the kitchen and leans across to lay a gentle kiss 
on my cheek. Old Chipper walks loyally at his side, 
protecting the youngest child as he always does. 


I turn and find his lips instead, and we both smile as Freya 
makes gagging noises. Gray-haired Chipper yips softly. 


“Dad, do you have to?” 


“Mommy, when’s breakfast?” Harry calls merrily as Seb 
leaps on his back, trying to wrestle him to the floor. 


“Nah uh, naughty boys don’t get breakfast,” I laugh. 
“Naughty? Who?” 


I giggle. “Both of you. Now come and sit down like civilized 
people and maybe I’ll get you something to eat.” 


I feel Torsten smiling at me as more sunlight fills the 
kitchen, and we share a look, one of our secret looks. I 
know we’re both thinking about the past, about my scent on 
the wind that led us together, about his skin that used to 
shimmer blood-red, and about a Halloween that brought 
impossibility into my life—about the years, the long years, a 
thousand years of waiting. 


Yes, we’re both thinking about that. 


But we’re also thinking about the future. 


The sun-bright future. 

And things can only get better. 

“T love you,” he whispers. 

“T love you,” I say, almost at exactly the same time. 


“Jinx, jinx, jinxie-jinx,” Seb giggles, leaping up and down on 
the stool. 


Chipper howls softly and happiness riots through our 
hearts. 
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